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ABVlLHriSEMENT. 

THE Compiler of the folioiuing 

^9lleSIio?t of j^ftciejtt poetical Pieces y pre/umes to dif^ 

Jentf nvith great deference ^ fi^om the high authority 

^f that much admired and ^ery elegant IVriter ivho 

tells u^y that the-** Jge of Chiiuilry is gofi^** 

He flatters himfelf ijoith fome confidence ^ that 

there fill remains a7nong us a numerous train of thofe 

fivho admire the martial and heroic file of our ancient 

Bards ; as ivell as the f leafing fimplicityy and many 

artlefs graces y ivith luhich their H^orks abound,^^ 

Though the productions of our earlier times do not 

,Jo eminently poffefs thofe higher beauties that dazzle 

the imagination y theyfeldom fail to intertfi the hearty 

and to a^waken in it the tenderefi and moft pLafing 

; emotions, 
\ 

Impreffed ivith thefefentimentSy the Compiler has 
\ in this feleSiion endea<voured to ref cue from the un-^ 
; relenting hand ofTimefuch of thefe FroduSlions of 
■ the Ancient Poets y as appeared to him the mofi 'worthy 
I of being preferred ^ — If his readers Jhould but ha ^ 
fily think his judgment equal to the indujiry ht hci\ 
e/fr//^^/» t/ff occafioMy he is certain ht /fcall har^t 
'^^A/y^/aa/ofifoj^Md^that he has nat toilci in ^a\^- 
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ADVlLRriSEMEKT. 

THE Compiler of the follonuhig 

■f^9llefiion of Ancient poetical Pieces yprefumes to dif-^ 

Jent, ivith great deference^ ffom the high authority 

'Iff that much admired and njery elegant fVriter ^who 

tells us^ that the-" Age of Chivalry is goM.* 

He flatters himfclf ijoith fome confidence ^ that 
there fill remains among us a fiumerous train of thofe 
*who admire the martial and heroic file of our ancient 
Bards ; as ijuell as the fleafingfimplicityy and many 
artlefs graces y nvifh ivhich their ff^orks abound.-^ 
Though the frodu6lions of our earlier times do not 
fo eminently poffefs thofe higher beauties that dazzle 
" the imagination y theyfeldom fail to intenfthe hearty 
and to aiAJaken in it the tendereji and moft pLafing 
emotions, 

Ilmpreffed nvith thefefentimentiy the Compiler has 
in this feleSiion endea'voured to ref cue from the un-~ 
relenting hand of 'Time fuch of thefe FroduSiions of 
, ' the Ancient Poets y as appeared to him the moft nuorthy 
J of being preferved* — If his readers Jhould but ha^ 
fily think his Judgment equal to the indu^rjht bas 
^^//^^/Af e^e occajiony he is certain he Jhall ha^oe 
^^^/a/yi/aiS/ofi u^,/d,that he has not toiled in 'uaV 
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• A J o^-p (hee laments tuc aeaui> 
A„aherc(h«fcnas.heeamVenfcarfe 

And biddes the fomeuwes Oaa^ 
^ Who loved thee fodeare. 

And hereftce fends thee, riBg of goUi 
^Thelaftboonethou««#tev.^ 

And in grave ^"^ . ^gw n 
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3f ow hye thee backe, thou little foot-page. 

And let thy fair ladyc know 
^This night will I bee at her bowre-windowe. 

Betide me weale or woe. 

TThe boye he tripped, the boye he ranne. 
He neither ftint ne ftayd 
Untill he came to faire Emmelinesbowre, 
Whan kneeling downe he fayd, 

O ladye, Ivebcen with thy own traelove, 
And he greets thee well by mee ; 

This night will he bee at thy bowre-windowe, 
And dye or fettc thee free. 

Kowe daye was gone, and night was come. 

And all were faft aflecpe, 
All fave the ladyc Emmeline, 

Who fate in her bowrc to weepc : 

And foone ftiee heard her tine loves voice 

Lowe whifpering at the \Nr.dle, 
A^'ake, awake, my dearc ladye, 

Tis I thy true love call. 

Awake, awake, my ladyc dearc, 
■ Come, mount this fairc palfraye: 

This ladder of ropes will leiic tVvct doNTRR^ 
JJe carry fhee hence awayc. 



dye, thou with a knighte fo true 
[ayft fafdye wend alone, 
Tiy ladye mother I will thee bringe, 
/here marriage fhall make us one. • 

[y father he is a baron bolde, 

f lynagc proude and hye; 

I what would he faye if his daughter 

waye with a knight ihould fly ? 

well I wot, he never would reft, 
or his meate fliould doe him no goode^ 
he had flayne thee, Child of EUe, 
nd fecne thy deare hearts bloode." 

dye, wcrt thou in thy faddle fettc, 
nd a little fpace him fro, 
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And thnce h^ clafpde her to his bicfte. 

And kid her tenderlie : 
The teares that fell from her £ur ey^, 

Kanne like the fouQtayne free. 

Hee mounted himfelfe on his fteede fo talle, 

And her on a faire palfraye, 
And flung his bugle about his necke, 

And roundlye they rode awaye. 

All this beheard her owne damfelle. 

In her bed whereas fliee ley, 
Quoth fliee, My lord fliall knowe of this, 

Soe I Ihall have golde and fee. 

Awake, awake, thou baron bolde I 

Awake, my noble dame 1 
Your daughter is fledde with the Child of Elkf 

To doe the deede of fliame. 

The baron he woke, the baron he rofe. 

And callde his merrye men all : 
*' And come thou forth. Sir John the knighte. 

Thy ladye is carried to thrall." 

Fair Emmeline fcant had ridden a mi|e. 

A mile forth of the towne. 
When (he was aware of her fathers mem 

Come gallop'mg over the dovotx 
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iM or cany that ladyeawaye. 

'■•flieMcomeofhyelynage. 

Andwasofaladyebome, 

' ■" a befecms thee a felfe churJe, &„„<. 

To canye her hence to fcorne..' * 

we loud thou lyeft, Sir John the kmVht 
Vowe thou doefl lye of mee • ' 

-night mee gott, and a ladye me bore 

oe never did none by thee: ' 

light nowe dewne, my ladye ftire, 
|ghtdowne and hold my fteed, 

Jer.«|.h„difeou„eou,knigh.e 
X trye this arduoM deede, 

;8htenowdow„e,n,ydea,^Iad.. 
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The Child of Elle hee fought foe well, 
As his weapon he wavde amaine, 

That foone he had flaine the carlilh knight^ 
And ladye him upon -the plaine. 

And nowe the baron, and all his men 

Full fad approached nye: 
Ah ! what may ladye Emmcline doe ? 

Twere nowe no boote to flye. 

Her lover he put his home to his mouthy 
And blew both loud and fhrill, 

And foone he (aw his owne merry men 
Come ryding over the hill. 

•* Nowe hold thy hand, thou hold baron, 

I pray thee, hold thy hand, 
Nor ruthlcfs rend two gentle hearts. 

Fall knit in true loves band. 

Thy daughter I hare dearly lovde 

Full long and many a day, 
But with fuch love as holy kirke 

Hath fireclye fayd wee may. 

O give confent, fliee may be mine. 

And blefle a faithfulle paire: 
My lands and livings are not fmsdl 

Mjr houfc and lynagQ faiie i 



Fair Emmeline fighde, faire Emmeli 
And did all tremblinge (land : 

At lengthe flie fprange upon her knee 
And held his lifted hand* 

Pardon, my lorde and father deare, 
This fa^re yong knyght and mec : 

Truft me, but for the carlifh knyght, 
I ne'er had fled from thee. 

Oft have you callde your Emmeline 
Your darling and your joye ; 

O let not then your harfli refoWef 
Your Emmeline deftroye. 

The baron he flroakt his dark-brown ( 
And tumde his heade afvde 
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Here take her, child of Elle, he fayd. 

And gave her Hllye hand, 
Here take my deare and only child, 

And -^th her half my land : 

Thy father once mine honour wrongde 

In days of youthful pride ; 
Do thou the injurye repayre 

In fondneife for thy bride. 

And as thou love her, and hold her deare. 
Heaven profper thee and thine : 

And nowe my bleffing wend wi* thee. 
My lovelye Emmeline. 



LITTLE MUSGRAVE AND LADY 

BARNARD. 

AS it fell out on a highe holye daye. 
As many bee in the yeare. 
When young men and maides together do goc 
Their mafles and mattins to heare. 

Little Mufgrave came to the church door. 

The prieft was at the mafs, 
But he had more mind of the fine women 

Then he had of our Ladyes g;i^c^« 



— «.«i«roct Wire 
J. ne taircft among them all. 

lee caft an eye on little Mufgraxre, 
As bright as the fummer fanne: 
then bethought him little Mufgrave, 
This ladyes heart I have vromie. 

oth {he, I have loved thee, little Mufgn 
''ullc long and manye a daye. 
Have I lovqd you, ladye harCf 
'et word I never durft (aye. 

ve a bower at Bucklesferd-Bufy, 
ill daintilye bedight, 
oult wend thither, my little Mufgrave^ 
louft lig in mine annes all night. 

h hce, I tbanke yee, ladye faife. 
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}dy lord Barnard fiiall knowe of this 

Although I lofe a limbe. 
And ever whereas the bridges were broke 

He layd him downe to fwinime. 

AQeep or awake, thou loixl Barnard, 

As thou art a man of life, 
Lo ! this fame night at BucklesfoniUBury 

Little Mufgraves abed with thy wife* 

If it be trewe, thou tiney foot-page. 

This tale thou haft told to mee, 
Then all my lands in Bucklesfbrd-Bury 

I freelye will give to thee. 

But and it be a lye, thou tiney foot-page» 

This tale thou haft told to mee, 
On the higheft tree in Bucklesford-Bury 

All hanged ftialt thou bee. 

Rife up, rife up, my merry men all, 

And faddle me my fteede. 
This night muft I to Bucklesford-Bury | 

God wott, I b^ never more neede. 

Then fomc they whittled, and fome they fang, 

And (bme did knidlye faye. 
Whenever lord Barnardes home it Wftvri 

Awaye, Mu/grave, awaye» 



1 wouia 1 were awaye. 

Lye flill, lye ftill, thou little Murgrave, 
And huggle me from the cold, 

For it is but fome fhephardcs boye 
A whittling his flicecpe to the fold. 

Is not thy hawke upon the pearche, 
Thy horfe eating corne and haye ? 

And thou a gaye layde within thine arms : 
And wouldft thou be awaye ? 

With that lord Bernard came to the dorc. 

And lighted upon a ftone ; 
And he pulled out three filver keyes, 

And opened the dores eche one. 

He lifted up the coverlettj 
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Arife* arife, thou little Mufgrave, 

And put thy cloathes nowe on, 
It (hall never be faid In ray countree. 

That I killed a naked man. 

I have two fwordes in one fcabbarde. 

Full dcare they coft my purfe ; 
And thou (halt have the beft of them, 

And I will have the worfe. 

The firft ftroke that litde Mufgiave (Irucke, 

He hurt lord Barnard fore; 
The next ftroke that lord Barnard ftrucke. 

Little Mufgrave never ftrucke more. 

With that befpake the ladye &ire, 

In bed whereas flie laye, 
Althoughe thou art dead, my little Mufgrave, 

Yet for thee I will praye : 

And wifhe well to thy foule will I, 

So long as I have life ; 
So will I not do for thee, Barnard, 

Thoughe I am thy wedded wife. 

He cut her pappes from off her brcft ; 

Great pitye it was to fee 
Some drops of this &ire ladyes bloodc 

Run trickling down her kntc* 

c 



For I have flaine the &irefi fir knighte. 
That ever rode on a ftecde ^ 

So have I done the faireft lady'e. 
That ever ware womans weede, 

A grave, a grave, lord Barnard cryde^ 

To putt thcfe lovers in, 
But lay my ladye o* the upper hande> 

For Ihee comes o' the better kin. 



THE KNIGHT AND SHEPHl 
DAUGHTER. 

•' I ^ HERE was a fhepherdi daughter 
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The Lord forbid, the maide riq>lyde. 

That you (hold waxe fo wode ! 
* But for all diat Ihee coald do or faye, 

' He wold not be withfiood^ 

Sith you have had your will of mee. 

And put me to open fliaine. 
Now, if you are a courteous knighte. 

Tell me what is your name ? 

Some do call mee Jacke, fweet heart. 

And fome do call mee Jiile; 
But when I come to the kings faire courte 

They call me Wilfullc WiUc, 

He fett his foot into the ftirrup^ 

And awaye then h^ did ride ; 
She tuckt her girdle about her middle 

And ranne clofe by his ilde. 

But when (he came to the brode water^ 

She fett her bred and fwanmie. 
And when (he was got ou*^ againe. 

She tooke to her heels and ranne. 

He never was the courteous knighte, 

To faye, faire maide, will you ridef 
Nor (he was never fo loving ^ msai^ 

To faye, Br knightc abide. 

C a 



"fl>athhe took thy gave .roM • 

He ha,h not robbed ««. „y «, 

OfpurpIenorofpaH: 
Bu^he hath gotten „y„«;a„ I, 

V^hicbgnevesmeewoiflofaU. 



Now i*f U« 1.. . « 
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He brought her downe full fortye pounde, 

Tyed up withinne a glove, 
Faire maid, He give the fame to thee, 

And feeke thee another love. 

O He have none of your gold, (he fadye. 

Nor He have none of your fee. 
But your faire bodye I muft have . 

The king hath granted mee. 

Sir William ranne and fetchd her then 

Five hundred, pound in golde. 
Saying, feire maide, take this to thee, 

Thy fault will never be tolde. 

Tis not the gold that fhall mee tempt, 
Thefe words then anfwered fliee, 

But your own bodye I muft'have, 
The king hath granted mee. 

Would I had dranke the water deare, 

When I did drinke the wine, 
Rather than any (hepherds brat 

Shold bee a ladye of mine 1 

Would 1 had drank the puddle foulc, 

When I did drink the ale. 
Rather than ever a ihepherds brsit 
Sbold tell mc fuch a tale I 

• c a 



X o crave any lOTe ox tnee. 

He fett her on a milk-white fioede^ 

A nd hirafelf upon a grayc ; 
He hung a bugle about his neckc. 

And foe they rode awaye. 

But when they came unto the place. 
Where marriage-rites were done, 

She proved herfel fa dukes daughter 
And he but a fquircs Tonne. 

Now marry e me, or not, fir knight. 

Your pleafurc fliall be free : 
If you make me ladye of one good towne 

He make you lord of three. 

Ah ! curfed bee the gold, he fayd. 
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EDOM O* GORDO N>^ 
A ScoTTisi^ Ballad 

IT fell about the Martinmaf ,. 
Quhen the wind blew fduril and cauld^. 
Said Edom o' Gordoa to his iiien« 
We maua draw to a hauld. 

And quhat a hauld fall we draw to. 

My mirry men and me P 
We wul gae to the houfe, o' the Rhodes, . 

To fee that fair ladie. 

The lady fiude on hir caftle wa'. 

Beheld baith, dale and down: 
There (he was ware of a hoft of men 

Cum ryding towards the toim. 

O fee ze nat, my mirry men a* ? 

O fee ze nat quhat I fee? 
Methinks I fee a ho& of xnca: 

Imerveil qubi they be. 

1 



Quha reckt nae fin nor ftame, 

SiiehadnaefoQ„erbuflcit,hirreJ» 
Andputtenonhirgoun, 

TillEdom o- Gordon and k nen 
Where round about the toun. 

They had nae foonerfupperfett, 
N^ fooner feid the grL, ' 

W"e hght about the place. 

Sa faft as fhe could dr.-e, 

Tofeeifbyhirfairfpecche, 
She could wi' him agree. 

^ut quhan he fee thU \,A.. r.:c 
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winnae cum doun, ze fals Gordoiii 
I winnae cum doun to thee ; 
I winnae forfake my ain dear lord, 
That is fae far frac me. 

Give owre zour houfe, ze lady fair^ 

Give owre zour houfe to me. 
Or I fall hrenn youffel therein, 

fiot and zour hahies three. 

I winnae give owre, ze h\k Gordon, 

To nae fik traitor as zee ; 
And if ze brenn my ain dear babes, 

My lord fall make ze drie. 

But reach my piftol, Glaud, my man. 

And charge ze weil my gun : 
For, but if I pierce that bluidy butcher^ 

My babes we been undone. 

She ftude upon hir caftle wa, 

And let twa bullets flee : 
She mift that bluidy butchers hart, 

And only raz'd his knee. 

Set fire to the houfe quo' fals Gordon, 

All wood wi* dule and ire : 
Fals ladye, ze fall rue this deid^ 

Asze brcnn in the lire. 



And ein wae wortb ze, Jock my man, 

I paid ze well zour hire ; 
Quhy pow ze out the ground-wa (lane» 

To me lets in the fire ? 

Ze paid me weil my hire, lady | 

ZiC paid me weil my fee : ' 
But now Ime Edom o' Gordons man^ 

Maun either doe or die. 

than befpaik hir little Ton, 
Sate on the nourice' knee : 

Sayes, Mither dear, gi owre this houle^ 
For the reek it fmithexs me* 

1 wad gie a' my gowd, my childe^ 

Sae wad I a' my fee, 
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They rowd hir in a pairo' (heits, 

And towd hir owrethe wa : 
But on the point of Gordons fpear. 

She gat a deadlyc h% 

bonnie bonnie was her mouth. 
And cherry wer hir chieks, 

And clear clear was hir zellow hair. 
Whereon the reid bluid dreips. 

Then wi' his fpear he tumd hir owre, 

gin her face was wan ! 

He fayd, Ze are the firft that eir 

1 wiflit alive agaun. 

He turned hir owrc and owrc again^ 
O gin hir fkin was why te ! 

1 might ha fpared that bonnie face 
To hae been fum mans delytc. 

Bulk and boun, my mirry men a% 

For ill dooms I do guefs ; 
I cannae luik in that bonnie face. 

As it lyes on the grafs. 

Thame, luik« to freits, my^maftcf detr^ 

Then freits wil follow thame^ 
Let it nier be faid brave Edom o' Goito^ 

Was daunted by a dame* 



This hoafeo' the- »,vj * • 

O. hen befpycdhirain dear JorJ 
As he came owre the lee- ' 

So fer a, he could fee. 
Then fair, Q fair hij M.nJ •/• 

« *«iii as 2e can gae. 
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He wrang his hands, he rent his hair. 

And wept teenefu' muld: 
O traitors for this cruel deid 

Ze fall weip teirs o* bluid. 

And after Gordon he is gane> 

Sa faft as he micht drie ; 
And foon i' the Gordon's foul hartis bluid. 

He's wroken his dear ladie. 



KING COPHETUA AND THE BEGGAR- 
MAID. 

I Read that once in AfFrica 
A princely wight did rainc. 
Who had to name Cophetua, 

As poets they did faine : 
From natures lawes he did decline^ 
For furc he was not of my mind. 
He cared not for woman-kinde. 

But did them all difdaine. 
But, marke, what hapned on a day. 
As he out of his window lay^ 
He faw a beggar all in gray. 

The which did caufe his painc. 

JO 



All piacc wucic lie uia lye: 
Which foone did pierfc him to the qu 
And when he felt the arrow pricke. 
Which in his tender heart did {lickc^ 

He looketh as he would dye. 
What fudden chance is this, quoth hej 
That I to love muft fubjeftbe, 
Which never thereto would agree, 

fiutftilldiditdefie? 

Then from the window he did come. 

And laid him on his bed, 
A thoufand heapes of care did runne 

Within his troubled head: 
For now he meancs to crave her love, 
And now he feekcs which way to proo 
JIow he his (ancie might remoove. 

And not this beggar wed. 
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In thee, quoth he, doth reft my life, 
For furely thou (halt be my wife; 
Or elfe this hand with bloody knife 

The Gods (hall fure fuffice. 
Then fnom his bed be foon arofe. 
And to his pallace gate he goes : 
Full little then this beggcr knowes 

When flic the king efpies. 

The gods prcferve your majcfty 

The beggers all gan cry : 
Vouchfafe to give your charity 

Our childrens food to buy. 
The king to them his puHTe did caft. 
And they to part it made great hafle^ 
The filly woman was the laft 

That after them did bye. 
The king he cal'd her back againe, 
And unto her he gave his chaine, 
And faid, WitC us you flial remaine 

Till fuch time as we dye : 

For thou, quoth he, (halt be my wife, 

And honoured for my queene ; 
With thee I meane to lead my life^ 

As fliortly fliall be feene : 

Dx 



^ ftou ftalteo ft,f, ,1.- '7"*' "•«. 

^--onearit^r""""^^' 

She was jnfuch amaze 
>\nw «,.. !/ '^^'ne for your cW.. 
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She had forgot her gowne of gray, 

Which fhe did weare of late. 
The proverbe old is come to paffe, 
The prieft, when he begins his maffe. 
Forgets that ever clerke he was, 
He lunowth not his eftate. 



Here you may read, Cophetua,. 

Though long time fancic-fcd, 
Compelled by the blinded boy 

The begger for to wed, 
He that did lovers lookes difdaine. 
To do the fame was glad and faine. 
Or elfe he would himfelfe have flaine, 

In ftorie, as we read. 
Difdaine no whit, O ladye deere, 
But pitty now thy fervant bee re, 
Leaft that it hap to thee this yeare- 

As to that king it did. 

And thus they led a quiet life 
During their princely raine ; 

And in a tombe were buried both^ 
As writers (hewech plaine. 

The lords they tooke it grievioufly,. 

The ladies tooke it heavily, 

IThe commons crytd pitioufly ^ 
Their death to them was pai^ie*. 



To every princes realme. 



TAKE THY OLD CLOAK ABC 

THEE. 

rHIS winters weather waxcth cold, 
And froft doth frecfe on every hill, 
Lnd Boreas blowes his blafts foe bold, 
Th.it all our cattell are like to fpill; 
?ll my wife, who loves no ftrife, 
She fayd unto me quietlic, 
jic up, and favecow Crumbockes life, 
Man, put thine old cloake about thee. 

He. 
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She. 
Cow Crumbocke is a very good cowc, 

Shee has been alwayes true to the payle, 
Still as helpt us to butter and cheefe, I trow^ 

And other things (he will not hy\e ; 
I wold be loth to fee her pine, 

Good hufband, councell take of mee^ 
It is not for us to goe foe fine, 

Then take thine old doake about thee. 

He*. 
My cloake it was a very good doake, 

Itt hath been alwayes true to the weare. 
But now it is not worth a groat ; 

I have had it foure and fortye yeare : 
Some time it was of doth in graine, 

*Tis now but a figh-clout as you may fee> 
It will neither hold out winde nor raine^ 

111 have a new cloake about mee. 

She. 
It is four and fortye yeeres agoe 

Since th* one of us the other did ken, 
And wee have had betwixt us towe 

Of children either nine or ten ; 
Wee have brought them up to women and men ; 

In the feare of God I trowe they bet \ 
And why wilt thou thyfclfmilkcu? 
Maa, take tfunc old cloake aJboux. i5^cc% 



I 
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SIR LANCELOT DU LAKE. 

WHEN Arthur firft in court began. 
And was approved king, 
By force of armes great vi6loryes wanne^ 
And conqueft home did bring. 

Then into England ftraight he came 

With fifty good and able 
Knights, that refortcd. unto him, 

And were of his round table. 

And many juHs and tumaments, 

Wherto were many preft, 
Wherein fome knights did then excell 

And far furmount the reft. 

But one Sir Lancelott du Lake, 

Who was approved well, 
He for his deeds and feates of arms, 

All others did excell. 

When he had retted him a while, 

In play, and game, and fpoMt, 
He faid he wold goe prove hliatcVfc 

la fome ac/venturous fort* 



Such wold I iind, quoth Lance lott: 

For thatcaufe came I hither. 
Thou fecmft, quoth (he, a knight fiill good. 

And I will bring thee thither. 

Whereas a mighty knight doth dwell. 

That now is of great fame : 
Therfore tell me what wight thou art^ 

And what may be thy name. 

** My name is Lancclott du Lake."* 

Quoth {he, it likes me than : 
Here dwelles a knight who never waft 

Yet matcht with any man : 

Who has in prifon threefcore knights 
And four that be did wound ; 
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He ftruck foe hard, the bafon broke; 

And Tarquin foon he fpyed : 
Who drove a horfe before him faft, 

Whereon a knight lay tyed. 

Sir knight, then fayd Sir Lancelott, 

firing me that horfe-load hither, 
And lay him downe, and let him reft ; 

Weel try our force together. 

For, as I underftand, thou hail, 

Soe far as thou art able, 
Done great defpite and (hame unto 

The knights of the Round Table* 

If thou be of the Table Round, 

Quoth Tarquin fpeedilyc. 
Both thee and all thy fellow (hip 

I utterly defye. 

That's over much, quoth Lancelott ; 

Defend thee by and by. 
They fett their fpears unto their ftecds, 

And each att other flye. 

They coucht their fpears, (their horfes raq 

As though there had been thunder 
And ftruckc them each amidd tho-u ftv\^\^i&^ 

Wherewith they bro)iLC ia luud«% 



'y^^* Kii\^ 



g4\/UUU« 



They tooke them to their fhields lull i 
Their fwords they drew out than, 

With mighty ftrokes moll eagcrlye 
Eache at the other ran. 

They wounded were, and bled full fon 
For breath they both didiland, 

And leaning on their fwordes awhile, 
Quoth Tarquine, Hold thy hand, 

And tell to me what I {hall afke. 

Say on, quoth Lancelott tho. 
Thou art, quoth Tarquine, the beft kn 

Thateverldidknow; 

And like a knight, that I did hate : 



C ^1. 
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His name is Lancelott du Lake, 

He flew my brother deere ; 
Him I fufpefi of all the reft : 

I would I had him here. 

Thy wifh thou haft, but yet unknowne, 

I am Lancelott du Lake, 
Now knight of Arthurs Table Round j 

King Hands Ton of ^chuwake $ 

And I defire thee do thy worft. 

Ho, ho, quoth Tarquin tho, 
One of us two (hall end our lives 

Before that we do go. 

If thou be Lancelott du Lake, 

Then welcome flialt thou bee i 
"Wherfore fee thou thyfclf defend^ 

For now defye I thee. 

They buckled then together fo, 

Like unto wild boares rufliing. 
And with their fwords and fliields they raa 

At one another flafliing: 

The ground befprinkled was with blood : 

Tarquin began to yield. 
For he gave backe for wearinettc^ 

And Jowe did bcarc his IhkU, 



And rulhing oit ms neim. 

Forthwith he ftrucke hU nccke in i 
And, when he had foe done, 

From prifon threcfcorc knights an 
Delivered cverye one. 



aamm 



THE PASSIONATE SHEPHl 

LOVE. 

LIVE with me, and be my 
And we wil all the pleafu 
That hils and vallies, dale and i 
And all the craggy mountains } 

There will we fit upon the rocki 
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A gown made of the fined wool, 
Which from our pretty lambs we pull; 
Slippers lin'd choicely for the cold, 
With buckles of the puTeft<^old> 

A belt of flraw, and ivie buds, 
With coral clafps, and amber fluds : 
And if thcfe pleafures may thee move. 
Then live with me, and be my love. 

The fliepherd fwains fhall dance and fing 
For thy delight each May morning: 
If thefe delights thy mind may move, 
Then live with me, and be my love. 



The Nymph's Reply. 

IF that the World and Love were young. 
And truth in every ihepherd's toung, 
Thcfe pretty pleafures might me move 
To live with thee, and be thy love. 

But time drives flocks from field to fold. 
When rivers rage, and rocks grow cold» 
And Philomel becometh dumb, 
And all complain of cares to com&* 



P"ng, but foiTOW* F^n 
/.f'y gowns, thy /hoes f fc l . 
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King lear and his three 
daughters. 

KING Lear once ruled in this land^ 
With princely power and peace,^ 
And had all things with hearts content,. 

That might his joys increafe: 
Amongft thofe things that nature gave^ 

Three daughters fair had he. 
So princely feeming beautiful. 
As fairer could not be. 

So on a time it pleas'd the king 

A queftion thus to move, 
%yhich of his daughters to his grace ' 

Could fliew the deareft love : 
For to my age you bring content, 

Quoth he, then let me hear 
Which of you three in plighted troth. 

The kindefl will appear. 

To whom the eldeft thus began, ■ 

Dear &ther, mind, quoth fhe, 
Before your face, to do you good^ 

My blood ihall render* d \>t \ 



iLre that I fee your reverend age 
The (inalleft grief fuHain. 



And fo will I, the fecond faid: 

Dear father, for your fake, 
The worft of all extremities 

IMl gently undertake ; 
And ferve your highnefs night and day 

With diligence and Jpve: 
That fweet content and quietnels; 

Dircomfbrt& may remove » 

In doing fo, you glad my foul. 

The aged king reply'd; 
But what fayeil thou, my youngeft girT, 

How is thy love ally'd ? 
My love (quoth youni; Cor*'''^'- '^ 



•\X7U' » 
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Henceforth I bani(h thee my court. 

Thou art no child of mine ; 
Nor any part of this my realm. 

By favour fliall be thine. 

Thy elder fifters loves are more 

Than well I can demand, 
To whom I equally beftow 

My kingdome and my land : 
My pompal flate and all my goods, 

That lovingly I may 
With thofe thy fifters be maintained 

Until my dying day. 



»• 



Thus flattering fpeeches won renown 

By thefe two fifters here : 
The third had caufelefs baniftiment. 

Yet was her love more dear: 
For poor Cordelia patiently 

Went wandring up and down,. 
Unhelp*d,unpity*d, gentle maid. 

Through many art Englifli town: 



Untill at laft in fanious France 

She gentler fortunes found; 
Though poor and bare, yet ftic was deem'd 

The furcfl od the ground! 



v/>iicui ot all his court 

He made his wife and queen.. 

Her father * old' king Lear this while 

With his two daughters (laidt 
Forgetful of their promised loves. 

Full foon the fame decay 'd, 
And living in queen Ragan's court, 

The eldeft of the twain,. 
She took from him his chiefefi means^ 

And mod of all his train. 

For whereas twenty men were wont 

To wait with bended knee : 
She gave allowance but to ten, 

And after fcarce to three : 
Nay, one (he thought too much for him^. 

So look fhe all aw-*" 
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1*11 go unto my Gonorell ; 

My fecond child, I know, 
Will be more kind and pitiful, 

And will relieve my woe. 

Full faft he hies then to her court ; 

Where when fhe heard his moan 
Return'd him anfwer, That fhe gricv'd. 

That all his means were gone^: 
But no way could relieve his wants ; 

Yet if that he would ftay 
Within her kitchen, he would have 

What fcuUions gave away. 

When he had heard with bitter teart, 

He made his anfwer then ; 
In what I did let nfe be made 

Example to all men. 
I will return again, quoth he. 

Unto my Ragan's court ; 
She will not ufe me thus, I hope^ 

But in a kinder fort. 

Where when he came, fhe gave command 

To drive him thence away ; 
When he was well within her court 

(She (aid) he would not ita^. 



. ..w iiiignc nave 
What fcullion boys fet by. 

But there of that he was denyM, 

Which fhe had promised late : 
For once refiifing, he fhould not 

Come after to her gate* 
Thus twixt his daughters, for relief 

He wandred up and down ; 
Being glad to feed on beggars food^ 

That lately wore a crown. 

And calling to remembrance the» 
His youngeft daughters words^ 

That faid the duty of a child 
Was all that love affords : 

But doubting to repair to her. 
Whom ht-K./i ».-•"•' ' 
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To hills and woods and watry founts, 

He made his hourly moan, 
Till hills and woods, and fenfTefs things^ 

Did feem to figh and groan. 

Even thus pofleft with difcontents. 

He pafTcd o're to France, 
In hopes from fair Cordelia there. 

To find fome gentler chance. 
Mod virtuous dame ! which when (he heard 

Of this her fatlier's grief. 
As duty bound, fhe quickly font ^ 

Him comfort and relief: 

And by a train of noble peera. 

In brave and gallant fort, 
She gave in charge he fliould be brought 

To Aganippiis* court ; 
Whofc royal king, with noble mind 

So freely gave confent, 
To mufter up his knights at arms, 

To fame and courage bent, 

And fo to England came with fpeed, 

To repoffefle king Leir 
And drive his daughters from their throuet 

By his Cordtlia dear ; 

1 



But when he heard Cordelia's death| * 

Who died indeed for love 
Of her dear father, in whofe caufc 

She did this battel move ; 
He fwooning fell upon her breaft, 

From whence he never parted; 
But on her boibm left his life, 

That was fo truly hearted. 

The lords and nobles when they faw 

The end of thcfe events, 
The other fitters unto death 

They doomed by confents: 
And being dead, their crowns they left 

Unto the next of kin : 
Thus have you feen the fall of oride. 
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THE FRIAR OF ORDERS GRAY, 

IT was a friar of orders gray, 
Walkt forth to teH his bcadcs; 
And he met with alady farre. 
Clad in a pilgrimc's weedes. 

Now Chrift thee fave, thou reverend friar, 

I pray thee tell to me, 
If ever at yon holy (hrine 

My true love thou didft fee. 

And how (hould I know your true love. 

From many another one ? 
O by his cockle hat, and (lafF, 

And by his fandal (hoone • 

But chiefly by his face and mien, 

That were fo fair to view ; 
His flaxen locks that fweetly curPd, 

And eyne of lovely blue. 

O lad/, he is dead and^one ! 

Lady, he's dead and gone ! 
And at his head a green grafs turfe^ 

And at his heels a Hone* 



And^playiiing of her pride. 

Here bore him barefacM on his bier 
Six proper youths and tail, 

And many a tear bedew'd his grave 
Within yon kirk-yard wall. 

And art thou dead, thou gentle youth ! 

And art thou dead and gone ! 
And didft thou dye for love of me ! 

Break, cruel heart of ftone 1 

O weep not, lady, weep not foe ; 

Somegoftly comfort feek: 
Let not vain forrow rive thy heart, 
Ke teares bedew thy cheek. 

O do not, do not, holy friar 
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Weep no more, lady, weep no more. 

Thy forrowc is in vaine r 
For, violets pluckt the (wecteft fiiower* 

Will ne^er make grow againe. 

Our joys as winged dreams doe flyc^ 
Why then (hould forrow laft ? 

Since grief but aggravates thy lode, 
Gneve not for what is pad* 

O fay not foe, thou holy friar; 

I pray thee, fay not foe : 
For fince my true-love dyed for nice,. 

'Tis meet my tears fliould flow. 

And will he ne'er come again ? 

Will he ne*€r come again ? 
Ah I no, he is dead and laid in his grave,. 

For ever to- remain.. 

■ 

His cheek was redder than the rofc, 
The comlieft.youth was he :— 

But he is dead and laid in his grave : 
Alas, and woe is me I 

Sigh no more, lady, (igh no more,. 

Men were deceivers ever : 
One foot on fea and one on land. 

To one thing conflant never*, 

H X 



Now fay not fo, thou holy friar, 

I pray thee fay not foe : 
My love he had the trucft heart: 

O he was ever true ! 

And art thou dead, thou much-lov'd j'OutI 

And didft thou dye for mee ? 
Then farewell home ; for, ever-more 

A pilgrim I will bee. 

But firfl upon my true-love's grave 

My weary limbs I'll lay, 
And thrice I'll kifs the green-grafs turf. 

That wraps bis breathle(s clay. 

Yet flay, fair lady J reft awhile 

Beneath this cloyfter wall : 
See throut^h tf»^ Knt.»»u*»-^ *-' — 
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Yet ftay, fair lady, turn again, 

And dry thofe pearly tears ; 
For fee beneath this gown of gray 

Thy owne true-love appears. 

Here forc'd by grief, and hopelefs love, 

Thefe holy weeds I fought ; 
And here amid thefe lonely walls 

To end my days I thought. 

But haply for my year of grace 

Is not yet paft away. 
Migbt I fiill hope to win thy love>. 

No longer would I day. 

Now farewell grief, and welcome joy 

Once more unto my heart : 
For fincc I have found thee, lovely ypmh, 

W€ never more will part. . 



F3 



GILDEROY. 



GILDEROY was a bonnie bOy, 
Had rofes tull his fhoone, 
His ftockings were of filken foy, 

Wi* garters hanging doune : 
Ir was, I weene, a comlie fight, 

To fee fae trim a bov, 
He was my jo and hearts delight, 
My handfome Gildcroy. 

Oh ! fikc two charming een he had^ 

A breath as fweet as rofe. 
He never ware a Highland plaid, 

But coftly filken clothes: 

He gained the lave of ladies gay, 
Mqo^ ^;r*.iii u: 
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Our dadies and our mammies th'a)^,. 

Were fiU'd wi' micklc joy. 
To think upon the bridall day, 

Twixt me and Gilderdy. 

For Gilderoy (hat luve of mine, 

Gude faith, I freely bought 
A wedding fark of hblland fine, 

Wi' filken flowers wrought : 
And he gied me a wedding ring, . 

Which I receiv'd wi* joy, 
Nae lad nor lafffe eit tould fihg, 

Like me and Gilderoy. 

Wi' mickle joy We fpent our prime,. 

Till we were baith fixteen, 
And aft we palFed the langfome time, 

Among the leaves fafe green ; 
Aft on the bJinks We^d fit us thair, 

And fweetly kifs and toy, 
Wi' garlands gay wad dtck my hair 

My handfome Gilderdy. 

Oh I that he ftill had been content, 

Wi* me to lead his life. 
But, ah ! his manfu' heart Was bent. 

To Ilir in feates dF ftrife : 



And when of me his leave he tuik. 

The tears they wat mine ee, 
I gave tuU him a parting luik, 

** My benifon gang wi* thee! 
God fpeed the weir, mine ain dearheart. 

For ganc is all my joy ; 
My heart is rent fith we maun party. 

My handfome Gilderoy," 

My Gilderoy baith far and near, , 

Was fear'd in every toun, 
And bauldly bare away the gear, 

Of many a lawland loun ; 
Nane eir durft meet him man to man, . 

He was fae brave a boy, 
At length wi' numbers he was tanc. 
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Haa nott&eir laws been made fae flrick, 

I neir had loft my joy, 
Wi' forrow neir had wat my cheek. 

For my dear Gilderoy, 

Giff Gilderoy had done araifle, 

He mought hae banifht been, 
Ah ! what fair cruelty is this, 

To hang fike handfome men : 
To hang the flower o* ScottiOi land^ 

Sac fweet and fair a boy ; 
Nae lady had fae white a hand,, 

As thee my Gilderoy. , 

Of Gilderoy fae fraid they were, 

They bound him mickle ftrong,. 
TuU Edenburrow they led him thair. 

And on ag^llows hung : 
They hung him high aboon the reft, 

He was fae trim a boy, 
Thair dyed the youth whom I luedbeft, ' 

My handfome Gilderoy. 

Thus having yielded up his breath, 

I bare his corpfc away, 
\Vi' tears, that trickled for his death, 

I waftit his comlye clay y 



.' r^t 



WINIFRED A; 

AWAY; Ictnougfirtolove difpleaCng^ 
My Winifreda, move your care; 
tctnought delay the heavenly blefling, 
Nor fqueamifh pride, nor gloomy fear. 

« 

What tho' no grants of royal donors 
With pompous titles grace oiir blood: 

We'll fhine in more fubflantial honors. 
And to be noMe we'll be good. 

Our name, while virtue thus we terider, 
Will fweetlv found wheiw-f^'er *ti« fnn!r«»» 
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^till (hall each returning feafon 

Sufficient for our wifhes give; 
Tor we will live a life of reafon, 

And that's the Only life to live. 

Through youth and age in love excelling, 

We'll hand in hand together tread ; 
Sweet-fmiling peace (hall crown our dwelling, 

And babes, fweet-fmiling babes, our bed. 

How ihould I love the pretty creatures, 
While round my knees they fondly clung; 

To fee them look their mother's features. 
To hear them li^ their mother's tongue* 

And, when with envy time tranfported, 

Shall think to rob us of our joys, 
You'll in your girls again be courted, 

And I'll go a wooing with my boys. 



^AWSON. 



GOME liflen to n, 

And thou, dear K> 

Po' thou canflweeon? ''"''• 

^'''yP'^"«. but mine', 
''oung Dawfon was , „ „ 
A brighter „evTjo?^'>°""". 

^"''•^-iywa.Cwri'"'"''^' 



SELECT ANCIENT POEMS. ^i 

Their colours and their faQi he wore, 

And in the fatal drefs was found ; 
And now he mud that death endure, 

Which gives the brave the kceneft wound. 

How pale was then his true love's cheek, 
When Jemmy's fentence reach'd her ear ? 

For never yet did Alpine fnows 
So pale, nor yet fo cliill appear. 

With faltering voice (he weeping faid, 

Oh Dawfon, monarch of my heart, 
Think not thy death (hall end our loves^ 

For thou and I will never part. 

Yet might fwcct mercy find a place, 

And bring relief to Jemmy's woes, 
O George, without a prayer for thee 

My orifons fhould never clofe. 

The gracious prince that gives him life 

Would crown a never-dying flame, 
And every tender babe I bore 

Should learn to lifp the givei's name. 

But though, dear youth, thou fhouldft be dragg'd 

To yonder ignominious tree. 
Thou (halt not want a faithful friend 

To Ihare thy bitter fate vniVv v\vRt% 



She followed him, prepared to view 

The teriible behefts of law; 
And thelaft fcene of Jemmy's woes 

With calm and ftedfaft eye fhe faw. 

Diflorted was thai blooming face, 
Which fhe had fondly lov'd fo long : 

And ftifled was that tuneful brcaih, 
Which in her praifc had fwcctly fung : 

And fcver'd was that beauteous neck 

Round which her arms had fondly closM 

And mangled was that beauteous breaft, 
On which her love-fick head repos'di 

And raviftiM wa3 that conftaiit heart, 

She did to every heart prefer; 
For tho' it could his king forget. 
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My death, my death alone can (how 

The pure and lafting love I bore : 
Accept, O heaven, of woes like ours, 

And let us, let us weep no more* 






The difmal fcene was o'er and paft. 

The lover's mournful hearfe retir'd ; 
The maid drew back her languid head. 

And iighing forth his name, expir'd* '! 

Tho' juftice ever muft prevail, 

The tear ray Kitty (beds is due; 
For feldom {hall {he hear a tale. 

So fad, fo tender^ and fo true. 



YOU MEANER BEUTYES, 



YOU meaner beutyes of the night, 
Which poorely fatisfy our eyes. 
More by your number then your light. 
Like common people of the {kyes ; 
What are yee, when the moondodi^vfe.? 



«*;> li mc ipnng were all your owni 
What are yec when the rofe is bio 

Yee wandring cbaunters of the wood, 
That fill the ay re with natures layes 

Thinking your paflions undei-flood 
By weak accents : What is your pr 
When Philomel her voyce fliall rail 

So when my miftris fhall be feen 
In fweetnefFc of her looks, and mindc 

By vertue firft, then choyce a queen ; 
Tell mee if fliee was not dcfignde 
The ecclipfc and glory of her kinde ? 
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MY MIND TO ME A KINGDOM IS. 



MY minde to me a kingdome is, 
Such perfe£l joye therein I find, 
Asfarre exceeds all earthly blifle 

That world affords, or growes by kind: 
Though iruch I want that mod men have, 
Yet doth my mind forbid me crave. 

Content I live, this is my ftay, 
I feek no more than may fuffice, 

I prefs to bear no haughty fway, 

Looke what I lacke my mind fupplies: 

Loc, thus I triumph like a king, 

Content with that my mind doth bring. 

I fee how plenty furfeits oft, 
And hafty climbers oft do fall; 

I fee how thofe that fir aloft, 

Mifhap doth threaten moQ of all ; 

They get, they toyle, they fpend with carCi 

Such cares xny mind could never beare. 



_ . w AAI 1 



ly mind cantoiTe 
I brooke that is anothers paine : 
I fedre no foe, I fcome nofnenci, 
I dread no death, I feare no end. 

Some have too much, yet ftill they cr 
I little have, yet feek no more ; 

They are but poor, though much thc^^ 
And I am rich with little (lore : 

They poor, I rich ; they beg, I give ; 

Theylacke, I lend; they pine, I live. 

My wealth is health and perfe£l eafe, 
My confcience clear my chicfe defer 

I never feek by bribes to pleafc. 
Nor by defert to give offence : 

Loe thus I live, thus will 1 die, 

Would all did fo as well ac t 
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I joy not at an earthy blifse, 

1 weigh not Crefus' wealth a flraw| 
For care, I care not what it is, 

I fear not fortunes fatall law; 
My mind is fuch as may not move 
For beauty bright or force of love. 

I wiOi not what I have at will, 

I wander not to feek for more^ 
I like the plaine, I clime no hill. 

In greateft ftorme I fit on ihore, 
And laugh at thofe that toile in vainc 
To get that muft be loft again. 

I kifs not where I wifti to kill, 

I faine no love whc:e moft I hate, 
I breake no ffeep to winne my will, 

I waite not at the mighties gate, 
I fcorne no poor, I fear no rich,. 
I feele no want, nor have too much* 

The court, ne cart, Ilike,nc loath; 

Extreames are counted worft of all. 
The golden meane betwixt them both. 

Doth fureft fit, and fears no fall : 
This is my choyce, for why I finde. 
No wealth is like a quiet minde. 



«.Av.xA vrr WUIWHi 



IN aunciente days tradition (howes . 
A bafe and wicked cxfe arofe, 
The Witch of Wokcy hight: 
Oft have I heard the fearful! tale 
From Sue, and Roger of the vale, 
On foine long winter's night. 

Deep in the dreary difmall cell, 
Which feein'd and was ycleped hell. 

This blear-eyed hag did hide: 
Nine wicked elves, as legends faync, 
She chofe to form her guardian trayne, 

And kenuel near her fide. 

Here fcreechine owls oft made thf»ir n^ft 
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Her haggard face was^foull to fee; 
Her mouth unmeet a mouth to bee y 

Her cyne of deadly leer, 
She nought devisM, but neighbour's ill ^ 
She wreak'd on all her wayward will, 

And marr*d all goodly chear. 

All in her prime, have poets fung. 
No gaudy youth^ gallant and young,. 

E*er bleft her longing armes: 
And hence arofe her fpight to vex. 
And blaft the youth of either fex,, 

By dint of hellifb charms. 

From Gladon came a lerned wight, 
Full bent to marr her fell defpight, 

And will he did, I ween : 
Sich mifphicf never had been known. 
And, fince his mickle lerninge {how% 

Sich mifchief ne*er has been. 

He chaun^ede out his godlie bqoke. 

He croft the water, bleft the brooke, 
Then— pater nofter done ; 

The ghaftly hag he fprinkled o'er ; 

"When lo ! where flood a hag before^. 

Now ftood a ghaftly ftooe» 



X nat nas not leen tl-e witch in ftone, 
With all her houfthold gear. 

But tho' this lemede clerke did well : 
With grieved heart, alas ! I tell, 

She left this curfe behind: 
That Wokty-nymphsforfajcen quit«, 

Tho' fenfe and beauty both unitei 
Should find no leman kind. 

For lo ! even as the fie^nd did fa y , 
The fex have found it to this day, 

That men are wondrous fcant : 
Here's beauty, wit, and fenfc combinM, 
With all that*s good and virtuous join'd. 

Yet hardly one gallant. 
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« 

Yet flay —nor thus dofpond, ye fair; 
Virtue's the gods' peculiar care; 

I hear the gracious voice: 
Your fex (hah foon be blell aaren. 
We only wait to find fich men, 

As beft deferve your choice. 



BRYAN AND PEREENE. 

A West-Indian Ballad. 

THE noi;th-eaft wind did bri{kly blow, 
Ths fhip was fafely moor'd, 
Young Bryan thought the boat's-crew ilow, 
And fo leapt over-board.. 

Pereene, the pride of Indian dames, 

His heart long held in thrall, 
And whofo his impatience blames, 

I wot, ne'er lov'datall. 

A long long year, one month and day, 

Ho dwelt on Englifli land, 
Nor once in thought or deed would dray, 

Tho' ladies fought his hand. 



f 



Her raven hajr plap ^„„d ^^ 
L'ke tendrils of the vine J ^• 

Her cheeks red dewy rofebU deck 
Her eyes like diamonds ftine* 

erne calf her weeds away, ' 

'^S'^^.^P^Wfhorcfhchied, 
All in her beft array. 

In fea-grecn filk fn n^,.i.. ... , 
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Her fair companions one and all, 

Rejoicing crowd the (Irand; 
tor now her lover fwam in call-, 

And almoft touchM the land. 

Then through the white furf did flie halld^ 

To clafp her lovely fwain: 
When, ah ! a (hark bit through his wallel 

His heart's blood dy'd the main 1 

He £hriek'd ! his half fprang from the wave^ 

Streaming with purple gore, 
And foon it found a living gravcy 

And ah 1 was Teen no mbre. 

Now hade, now hafte, ye maids, I prayj 

Fetch w^ter fix)m the fpring: 
She falls, fhe fwoons, flie dyes awayi 

And foon her knell they ring. 

Now each May moming'round her tomb 

Ye fair, frefh flow'rets ftrew. 
So may your lovers fcape his doosA^ 

Her hapleft &te fcdpe you. 



H 



>-» to .hj- flreams are flaWd wi, 
p^r^^f^^'""! noble captain 
Floats along .l,y.i„o,.a7°^^ 

''^AlllVM''"^'^ water.. ' 

A« the p,f/;^^/-° daughter 

Pnae and flo^ver of Spain.. 

There the hero fc~ ^. 
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Clofe behind a renegado 

Loudly (houts with taunting cry ; 
Yield thee, yield thee, Don Sa^vedra^ 

Doeft tbou irom the baule fly ? 

Well 1 know thee, haughty Chrlftian^ 

Long I liv'd beneath thy roof; 
Oft Pvc in the lifts of glory 

Seen thee win the prize of proof. 

Well I ]cnow thy aged parents, 
Well thy blooming bride I know» 

Seven years I was thy captive, 
Seven years of pain and woe» 

May our prophet grant my wiihes, / 

Haughty chief, thou ihali be mine: 

Thou {halt drink that cup of forrow. 
Which I drank when I was thiae. 

Like a lion turns the warrior, 

Back he fends an angry glare : 
Whizzing came the Moorifti javelin. 

Vainly whizzing thro' the air. 

Back the hero full of fury 

Sent a deep and mortal wound : 
Inftant funk the Renegade, 

Mute and lifelefs on the ground. 



«wtt never daunted. 

Cold at length the warrior lay. 

Near him fighting great Alonzo 
Stout refifts the Paynim bands; 

From his flaughter'd fteed difmounted, 
Firm intrenched behind him fiands* 

Furious prefs the hodile fquadron, 
Furious he repels their rage ; 

Lofs of blood at length infeebles : 
Who can war with thoufands wage I 

Where yon rock the plain o'crfhadows^ 
Clofc beneath its foot retir'd, 

Fainting funk the bleeding hero, 
And without a groan expix'd» 
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LORP THOMAS AND FAIR ANNET, 
A Scottish Ballad 

LORD Thomas and fair Annet 
Sate a' day on a hill; 
When night was cum, and fun was fettj 
They had not talkt their fill. 

I^rd Thomas faid a word in jeft. 

Fair Annet took it ill : 
A* I I will nevir wed a wife 

Againft my ain friends will. 

Gif ye wull nevir wed a wife, 

A wife wull neir wed yee. 
Sae he is hame to tell his mithcr. 

And knelt upon his knee : 

O rede, O rede, mither, he fays, 

A gude rede gic to mee : 
O fall I tak the nut-browne bride. 

And let fairc Annet bee ? 

The nut-browne bride haes gowd and gear, 

Fair Annet (he has gat nane ; 
And the little beauty fair Annet baci, 

O it wull fooxi be gane I 

Ha 



Ana let lair /innet Dee r 

The nut-browne bride has oxen, brother^ 
The nut-browne bride has kye ; 

I wad hae ye marrie the nut-browne bride; 
And caft fair Annet bye. 

Her oxen may dye i' the houfe, Billie, 

And her kye into the byre; 
And 1 fall hae nothing to my fell, 

Bot a fat fadge by the fyre. 

And he has till his fifter gane: 

Now fifter rede ye raee ; 
O fall I marrie the nut-browne bride. 

And fet fair Annet free ? 

Ife rede ye tak fair Annet, Thojnas, 
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Up then rofe fair Annets father 

Twa hours or it wer day, 
And he is gane into the bower, 

Wherein fair Annet lay. 

Rife up, rife up, fair Annet, he fays, 

Put on your fickcn ftieene; 
Let us gae to St. Maries kirke 

And fee that rich weddeen. 

My maides, gae to my dreffing roome. 

And drefs to me my hair; 
Whair-cir yee laid a plait before. 

See yee lay ten rimes mair. 

The horfe fair Annet rade upon, 

He amblit like the wind, 
Wi* filler he was (hod before, 

Wi' burning gowd behind. 

Four and twanty filler bells 

Wer a' tyed till his mane, 
And yae rift o' the norland wind, 

They tinkled ane by ane. 

Four and twanty gay gude knichts 

Rade by fair Annets fide. 
And four and twanty fair ladies, 

As gin [he had bin a brldie • • 



I'ftinkled.n.heT;;;;:"""^''"" 

And whan fte cam into, he kirk 
TI,; K ^?'""'d like the fu„, 
Thebeluhatwasabomherwaift 
Wasa'wi'pearl«bedonc ' 

She fat her by the „„..brow„e bride 

Whan fair At:;x;'«-'-«''"<«c. 

He had a rofe i„,„ fc;, ^ 
He g,c It kflfes three. 

And reaching by the nut bn,wne brM 
Laid u on fair AnaetsknTe'^"*''' 

Up than fpak the nut.hm«^. u.. . 
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The bride fhe drew a long bodkin, 

Frae out her gay head gear, 
And ftrake fair Annet unto the heart, 

'That word fpak nevir mair. 

Lord Thomas he faw fair Annet wex pale^ 

And marvelit what mote bee : 
But whao he faw her dear hearts blude, 

A' wood- wroth vexed hee. 

He drew his dagger, that was fae {harp. 

That was fae (harp and meet, 
And drave it into the nut-browne bridep 

That fell deid at his feit. 

Now ftay for me, dear Annet, he fed. 

Now flay, ray dear, he cry'd; 
Than flrake the dagger untill his heart. 

And fell deid by her fide. 

Lord Thomas was buiied without kirk-wa*| 

Fair Annet within the quiere ; 
And o* the tane thair grew a birk, 

The other a bonny bricre. 

And ay they grew, and ay they threw. 

As they wad &ine be neare ; 
And by this ye may ken right weil, 

TJbey were cwa luvcrs d^axe^ 



npIIE fifteenth day of July, 

8 With gh'Oering fpear and fljield, 
A famous fight in Flanders 

Was foughten in the field : 
The mof} couragious officeis 

Were Englifh captains three. 
But the ;^raveft man in battel 

Was brave lord WiUoughbey. 

The next was captain Norris, 

A valliant man was hee; 
The other captain Turner, 

From field would never flee. 
With fifteen hundred fighting men, 

Alts I there were no more, 
They fought with fourteen Aoufand the« 
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xnufquet and calliver men, 
3 you prove true to me, 
}e the forembfi man in (ight^ 
ys brave lord Willoughbeyi 

then the bloody enemy 
hey fiercely didaflail, 
I fought it out moft fuiiouflyy 
ot doubting to prevail ; 
wounded men on both fides fell 
loft pitious for to fee, 
nothing could the courage qucH 
>f brave lord Willoughbey. 

feven hours to all mens view 
i'his fight endured fore, 
till our men fo feeble grew 
i'hat they could fight no more, 
d then upon d^d horfes 
•"ull favourly they eat, 
d drank the puddle water, 
rhey could no better get. 

Tien they had fed fo freely 
rhey kneeled on the ground^ 
id praifed God devoutly 
If or the favour they hadfotindi 



' I 




AnJ bullets duck did flyT*' 

^Uu:h made the Spam„rff ' 

They though, it beft to fle? 
J-yfcarMthcfloutbehaviS 

Jf here we longer flay. 
He will „r„"f''^'^=»"<' fell. 
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But at laft they gave a fiiout, 

Which ecchoed through the fky> 
God, and St. George for England! 

The conquerers did cry« 

This news was brought to £ngland 

"With all the fpeed might be, 
And foon our gracious queen was told 

Of this fame viflory ; 
O this is brave lord Willoughbey> 

My love that ever won, 
Of all the lords of honour 

'Tis he great deeds hath done* 

To th* fouldiers that were maimed^ 

And wounded in the fray. 
The queen allow'd a penfiion 

Of fifteen pence a day, 
Andfirom all co{ls and charges 

She quit and fet them free. 
And this (he did all for the fake 

Of brave lord Willoughbeyk 

Then courage, boble Englilhmen 

And never be difmaid, 
tf that we be but one to ten^ 

We will not be afraid 



' — vc lord Willougbbcy. 




THE BONNY EARI, op mv 

Andvha.rforedidyou<ker 
B"forbadeyo„l„„..„^;; 
He was a braw aJi,-. 
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He was a braw gallant, 

And he playd at the gluve; 
And the boony earl of Murray, 

Oh ! he was the queeaes luve* 

Oh ! lang will his lady 

Luke owi*e the cafile downe, 

Ere (he fee the earl of Murray 
Cum founding throw the towne. 



MARY AMBREE. 

WHEN cap uines couragious, whom death cold« 
not daunte, 
Did march to the fiege of the cittye of Gaunte, 
fhey muftred their fouldiers by two and by three, 
Vnd formoft in battele was Mary Ambree. 

iVhen brave Sir John Major was flaine in her fight, 
A^ho was her true lover, her joy, and delight, 
^ecaufe he was flaine mod treacherouflie, 
Then vowd to revenge him Mary Ambree* 

>he clothed herfelfe from the top to the toe 
!n buffe of the braved, moft feemelye to fliowe ; 
^ faire ihirt of male then flipped on fliee ; 
iVa» aot this a bnvc boony laCs^ M.ai^ KxE^tt^*^ 

I ^ 



^ _.^ .««ic gauntiett bz 
Was not this a brave bonny lafs, Mary 

Then tooke ftiee her fworde and her targ 
Bidding all fuch as wolde, bee of her bant 
To wayt on her perfon came thoufand an 
Was not this a brave bonny lafs, Mary A: 

My fouldiers fo valiant and faithfull, fhe { 
No we foUowe your captalnc, no longer a 
Still formoft in battel myfclfe will I bee: 
Was not this a brave bonny laffe, Mary Ai 

Then cryed out her fouldiers, and thus they 
Soe well thou bccomeft this gallant array, 
Thy harte and thy weapons foe well doe a^ 
Noe mayden was ever like Mary Ambree. 

Shee chearcd her fouldiers. t^*** ^- ' 
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Shee led upp her fouldiers in battel arraye, 

Gainft three times they r number by breake of thedaye ; 

Seven howers in (kirmifii continued fhee : 

Was not this a brave bonny laflc, Mary Ambrce ? 

She filled the fkyes with the fmoke of her fhott, 
And her enemyes bodyes with bulletts foe hott; 
For one of her owne men a fcore killed fhee : 
Was not this a brave bonny laffe, Mary Ambree? 

And when her falfe gunner, to fpoyle her intent. 
Away all her pelletts and powder had fpent, 
Straight with her keen weapon (hee flafht him in three ; 
Was not this a brave boany iaffe, Mary Ambree ? 

Being falfclye betrayed for lucre of hyre, 
At length (he was forced to make a retyre; 
Then her foldiers into aftrong caftle drewfliee; 
Was not this a brave bonny laflc, Mary Ambree ? 

Her foes they bcfett her on every fide. 
As thinking clofe fiege Ihee cold never abide; 
To beate down her walles they all did decree ; 
But ftoutlye deffyd them brave Mary Ambree, 

Then tooke fliec her fword and her targett in hand. 
And mounting the walls all uud^kumt^ ^^^uasA^ 
There daring the captaines to m^kXcVi «k^j 'Cw^^'w 
O what a brave captainc was "lAacr^ K'oiox^sX 



Then fmiled fwcetlye, fair Maiy Ambrcc, 

Now captaiDCscouragious, of valour foe bold 
Whom thinke you before you that you doc b 
A knight, fir, of £ngland, and captaine foe £i 
Who (hortlye with us a prifoner muft bee. 

No captaine of England; behold in your fig 
Two brefts in ray bofomc, and therfore noe k 
Noe knight, firs, of England, nor captaine y( 
But a poor fimple mayden, calld Mary Ami 

But art thou a woman, as thou doft declare, 
Whofe valour hath provd foe undaunted iu ^ 
If England doth yield fuch brave maydens as 
Pull well may they conquer, faire Mary An 

The prince of Great Parma heard of her renc 
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Then to her owne country (hec backe did rcturnc, 
Still holding the foes of faire England in icorne : 
Therfore Englifii captaines of every degree 
Sing forth the brave valours of Mary Ambree* 



THE MURDER OF THE KING OP 

SCOTS. 



WOE worth, woe worth thee, falfe Scotlande ! 
For thou haft ever wrought by fleightc j 
The worthyeft prince that ever was borne, 
You hanged under a cloud by night. 

The queene of France a letter wrote, 

And fealed it with harte and ringe ; 
And bade him come Scotland within. 

And fhee wold marry and crowne him kinge* 

To be a king is a pleafant thing. 
To be a prince unto a peere; 
^atyoa have heard, and fo Viavt 1, 
A man may wcU buy gold loo d^-asei 



Charmberlaine to the que<:ne was hee* 

If the king had rifcn forth of his place, 
Hcc wold have fate him downe i' th' chaire, 

Ahheugh it befcemed him tiot fo well, 
And though the kinge were prefent there. 

Some lords in Scotlande waxed wroth, 
And quarrelled with him for the nonce; 

And I fhall tell how it befell, 
7'welve daggers were in him att once. 

When the queene (he faw her chamberlaine fla 
For him her fairc cheeks fliee did weete, 

And madea vowe for a yeare and a day 
The king and (hee wold not come in one ihee 

Then fome of the lords thcv waxed wroth. 
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To bedd the king he made him bownc ; 

To take his reft was his defire ; 
He was noe fooner caft on fleepe^ 

But his chamber was on a blafing fire* 

Up he lope, and the window brake, 

And hee had thirtye foote to fall j 
Lord Bodwell kept a privy watch, 

All underneath the caftle wall. 

Who have we here ? lord Bodwell fayd : 

Now anfwer me, that I may know. 
** King Henry the eighth my uncle was; 
For his fweete fake fome pitty fhow.'* 

Who have we here ? lord Bodwell fayd. 

Now anfwer me when I doe fpeake. 
** Ah, lord Bodwell, I know thee well; 

Some pitty on me I pray thee take.** 

lie pitty thee as much, hee fayd, 

And as much favour Ihow to thee ; 
As thou didll to the queenes chamberlainei 

That day thou deemedft him to dye. 

Through halls and towers the king they ledd, 
Through towers and cailles that were nye. 

Through an arbor into an orchard, 
There on a peare-tiee hangdVi\m\i^^% 
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A:-i T.izi her rcHicr.c: haih ts 

Ari th-cu^^r.:he cue.^r.e of Erg^ 
T,. F • -■ •"i nov iiCi vioih rei 



A SONNET BY Q^ 



THE doubt of futnre fi 
Exiles my prefeni j 
f ■ Ar.i ^h me 

Asthratca 



Forfallhood 
A_j r. 
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The toppe of hope fuppofed 

The roote of nithe wil be; 
And frutelefTe all their graffed guileSi 

As ihortly ye (hall fee. 

Then dazeled eyes with pride, 

Which great ambition blindeSi 
Shal be unfeeld by worthy wights, 

Whofe foreiight faKhood finds. 

The daughter of debate, 

That eke difcord doth fowe^ 
Shal reape no gaine where former rule 

Hath taught (lil peace to growe. 

No forreine banniflit wight 

Shall ancre in this port; 
Our realme it brookes no Grangers force^ 

Let them elfewhere refort* 

Ourrufty fworde with reft 

Shall firft his edge employ, 
Shall ' quickly' poll their toppes, that feekc 

Such change, and gape for joy « 



THE fturiy rock for all hii flrchgtji 
By raging feas is rent in twainc : 
The marble ftone is pearft at length, 

With little drops of drizling rain : 
The oxe doth yeeld unto the yoke, 
The fteeie obeyeth the hammer Itrokei 

The {lately ftagge, that feemes fo flout. 
By yalping hounds at bay is fet : 

The fwifteft bird, that flies about, 
Is caught at length in fowlers nett 

The greatefl fifli, in deepeft brookei 

Js foone deceived by fubtill hooke« 
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But vertue fits triumphing dill 

Upon the throne of glorious fame : 
Though fpiteful death mans body kill, 

Yet hurts he not his vertuous name : 
By life or death what fo betides, 
The ftate of vertue never Aides. 



YOUNG WATERS. 
A Scottish Ballad. 



ABOUT Zule, quhen the wind blew culc, 
And the round tables began, 
A' ! there is cum to our kings court 
Mony a well-favourd man. 

The queen luikt owre the caftle wa, 

Beheld baith dale and down, 
And then fiie faw zoung Waters 

Cum riding to the town. 

His footmen they did rin before. 

His horfemcn rade behind, 
And mantel of the burning gowd 

Did kcip him fi ac the wind. 

K 



But then fpake a wylie lord. 

Unto the queen faid he, 
O tell me qhua*s the faireft face 

Rides IB the company. 

I've fene lord, and I've fenc laird. 
And knights of high degree ; 

Bota fairer face than zoung Watcri 
Mine cyne did never fee. 

Out then fpack the jealous king, 
(And an angry man was he) 

O, if he had been twice as fair 
Zou micht have excepted mc. 

Zou're neither laird aor lord fhe fays, 
Bot the king that wears the crown j 
Theris not a knight in fair Scotland 
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They hac taen zounof Waters, and 

Put fetters to his feet ; 
They hac taen zoung Waters, and 

Thrown him in dungeon deep. 

Aft I have ridden thro' Stirling town 

In the wind hot and the weit ; 
Bot I ncir rade thro' Stirling town 

Wi fetters at my feet. 

Aft I have ridden thro* Stirling town 

In the wind Bot and the rain : 
Bot I neir rade thro' Stirling town 

Neir to return again. 

They hae taen to the heiding hill 

His zoung fon in bis craddle, 
And they hae taen to the heidiag hill 

His horfe, bot and his faddlc. 

They 4iae taen to the heiding hill 

His lady fair to (ce. * 

And for the words the queen bad ^^okc^ 
Zoung Waters be did dec» 



K Ik 



Atern, „..i "5= »y Mar,„„ * 
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And zees get a grcin fey apron. 

And waiftcote o*. London broun;. 
And wow bot zc will be vaporing 

Qubaneerze gang tp the toun- 

Ime yong and flout, my Marion, 

Nane dance lik mee on the greine^ 
And gin ze forfak me, Marion, 

Ife een gae draw up wi' Jeane.. 
Sae put on zour pearlins, Marion, 

And kirkle oth cramafie; 
And fune as my chin has nae haire ODy. 

I fall cum wfift, and fee zee. 



THE AGED LOVER RENOUNCETH LOVE. 



ILothc that I did love, 
In youth that I thought fwete : 
As tyme requires for my behove, 
Me thinkes they are not mete. 

For aq;c with dealing fteps, 

Hath clawed me with his crowch, 
And lufly life away fhe leapes^ 

A stbcre had ben none CmcV\, 

IS. a 
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=/ nave ben of yore, " ' 
For reafon me denyej 
-.„7"J^°"'h'rydlenW, 

ieaveoff.hcfetoyesi„tyi;:;' 
The furrowe, ,„ «y ft„ 

Wh=re youth muftgeve him place. 

The harbinger of death. 
To me I fee him ride, 

A pikeax and a fpade, 
And eke a /l.:i....j' 
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My keepers knit the knot, 

That youth did laugh to {korne, 
Of me that clene fhal be forgot, 

As I had not been borne. 

Thus muft I youth geve up, 

Whofe badge I long did wearc. 
To them I yield the wanton cup 

That better may it beare. 

Lo here the bar-hed fkull, 

By whofe balde figne I know, 
That ftoupiiig age away fhall pull. 

Which youthful yeres did fow. 

Jor beauty with her band, 

Thefe croked cares hath wroughf,^ 
And fliipped me into the lande, 

From whence I firil was brought* 

And ye that byde behinde. 

Have ye none other truft : 
As ye of clay wer caft by kinde. 

So ihall ye waft to duft. 



A bONG TO THE J-UTE IN 



WHERE griplngcgrefesthe ban 
And dolefuHe dumps the m) 
There muficke with her filver found 

With fpede is wont to fend redrefle: 
Of trobled mynds, in every fore, 

Swete muGcke bathe a falve in ftoi 

In joye yt maks our mirthe abounde, 
In woe yt cheres our bevy fprites; 

Be-ftrawghted heads relyef hath foundc 
By mufickcs pleafaunt fwete delighte 

Our fcnfcs all, what Ihall I fay more? 

Are fubjeftc unto muficks lore. 
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O heavenly gyft, that rules tbe mynd, 
Even as the fterne dothe rule the fhippe 1 

O muficke, whom the gods affinde 
To comforte manne, whom cares would nippe ! 

Senfe thow both man and befle doeft move, 

What befte ys he, wyll the difprove ? 



GENTLE HERDSMAN, TELL TO ME. 



GEntle herdfman, tell to me^ 
Of curtefy I thee pray, 
Unto the towne of Walfingham 
Which is the right and ready way. 

** Unto the towne of Walfingham 
** The way is hard for to be gone; 

•* And verry crooked are thofe pathei 
«« For you to find out all alone.** 

Were the miles doubled thrife, 

And the way never foe ill> 
Itt vtcre not e/iough for mine ottctvct \ 
luis foe grievous and foe iV\% 



J """s, andihoughli an, 

ror«ybd„„j 
Wy wavwaTTi ,-,. 1 '°^" 
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And grew foe coy and nice to pleafe, 

As womens lookes are often foe, 
He might not kifes, nor hand forfooth, 

Unlefle I willed him foe to doe. 

Thus being wearycd with delayes, 

To fee I pityed not his greeffe. 
He gotthim to a fecrett place, 

And there hee dyed without releefFe. 

And for his fake thefe weedes I wcare^ 

And facrifice my tender age ; 
And every day He begg my bread. 

To undergoe this pilgrimage. 

Thus every day I faft and prayc. 

And ever will doe till I dye; 
And gett me to feme fecrett place, 

For foe did hee, and foe will 1. 

Now, gentle herdfman, afke no more. 

But keepe my fecretts I thee pray ; 
TJnto the towne oF Walfingham 

Show me the right and readye way. 

•* Now goc thy ways, and God before! 

** For he muft ever guide thee dill : 
*• Tume downe that dale, the right hand path, 

« • And fo feire Pilgrim , fare x!tttt mWV^ 

1 
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Qc ELIZABETH'S v: 
SONEjt AT V 
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^^"H CHA«c< 



And frfewfr r'" '° ^ "^ 
"°^°n5y foes all ♦?,.. 
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lADY BOTHWELL's LAMENT, 
A Scottish Song. 

BALOW, my babe, ly (HI and fleipe! 
It grieves me fair to fee thee weipe: 
If thouft be filent, Ife be glad, 
Thy maining males my heart ful fad. 
Balow, my boy, thy mithers joy, 
Thy father breides me great annoy, 
Balow, my babe, ly ftil and fleipe. 
It grieves me fair to fee thee weipe. 

When he began to court my luve, 
And with hisfugredwordes to muve, 
His faynings fals, and flattering cheire * 
To me that time did nat appeire: 
But now 1 fee, moft cruell hee 
Cares neither for my babe, nor mee, 

Balow, &c. 

Ly flil, my darling, fleipe a while, 
And whan thou wakeft, fwcirly fmile : 
But fmile nat, as thy father did, 
To cozen maids : nay God forbid ! 
Bot yett I feire, thou wilt gae neire 
Thy fatheris hart, and face to beire, 

L 



Myluvc,vuhhim„,au„fliuJ 
ip weil or wae, whaiV ^;r u^ 

B 

Bot doc nat doe nat, pretue m;„ 

To faymngsfals thine hart inclin 
f « 'oyal to thy luver trew 

Andnevirchangehirforanew 
Ifgudeorfaire,ofh;rhaecarr' 

Bal 

Bairne, C„ thy cruel father is gan, 

He'll comfort me when .,„. / 
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For if we doe bot chance to bow, 
They'le ufe us than they care nac how. 
Balow, my babe, ly flil, and flcipe. 
It grieves me fair to fee thee weipe* 



ARABELLA STUART, 



WHERE London's tow're its turrets {howf ^ 
So ftatelye by the Thame's fydc, 
Faire Arabella, chyld of woe, 

For manye a daye had fat and iigh'd* 

And as (hee heard the waves arife, 

And as Ihee heard thebleake wyndes roaiC| 

As hO. did heave her heartfelte fighes. 
And flill fo faft her teares did poure. 

The fun that joy'd the blithfom daye, 

The moone that chear'd the night's dull bour^ 

StUl founde the £ure to griefe a preye, 
The vi6lim of tyrannic pow're. 

L 2 
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*' But who can tell the pangs fo kecnc 

** That fuch ill-fated lovers knowe, 
•* Where tow'res and bars arife betweene, 

** Darke fpies above and guardes belowc? 

** In vaine for mee the fun doth rife! 

** In vaine to mee the moone doth ftiynel 
** The fmylingearthe ne'er chears my eyes, 

** Here doom'd in mifery to pin*. 

** And as I hcare the waves arife, 

* * And as I heare the bleakc wyndes roare, 

** Still ftill as faUe will heave my fij2;hes, 
** And ftill focfafte my teares muft poure.*^ 

Now came her lorde with lover's fpeede, 

And at the wall thus wifper'd hee: 
** Arife, my love, nor thinke of dreade, 

** Thy hufband's come to fet thee free." 

Th' aftonifh'd lady rofe with fpeede, 

And faw her lover ftand bclowe ;— 
•* The bleffing that foe much I neede, 

** Oh, how can'Il thou on me beftowc?'^ 

•* Oh, 1 have brib'd the partial fates— 
** Defcend this ladder, love, to mec-» 
** On yonder ftream a fhip awaites, 

** To waft us o'er the briny fea.'^ , 

L 3 



Thus to the naiiy jv/u..^ 

Lordc Seymour, well I knowe thy he 
* * Thy truthe and conftancye to race ; 
Yet ne'er from hence would I departc 
** If ought of harme fhould hap to the 

For know, fhoulde wee in flighte be l 
** Th' offended crowne would have tl 
Staye, led thy zeale Qiould be our bai 
** And breake the hearte of thy poor 

Oh then lord Seymour waxed pale, 
And thrice for griefe hee Cgh*d full I 
And nowe muile all my proje£b fai 
And all my hopes of blifs bee o'e 



i< 
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•* Too cruel maid ! to let fond feare 
^ fu *.i,a v,r»r»f» rhat ne*er*^I r< 
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And nowe adowne the Tharae*s faire ftreame. 

That lady joyful fail'd awaye, 
While flatt*ring hope, with filver dreamc. 

Her bofom footh'd the live long dayc. 

And now fliee cry'd, ** Adieu to woe! 

** Smoothe as the gentle ftreame I fee, 
" My future hourcs in peace fhall flowe, 

** EnrichM with love and libcrtye. 

•* And tho' I fee. the waves arifc, 

** And tho' I hear the rude windps roarei 

** Yet ft ill no more fliall heave my fighes, 

** Nor down my cheekes the fait teares pourc.** 

But nowe the ftorme began to low're. 

And 'frighted hope diflblv'd to air, 
(That faithlefs fantom of anhoure!) 

And left the ladye to defpayre. 

In vain was fpreade the fwelling faile, 

In vain they fteerc before the winde; 
For tyranny would ftill prevaile, 

And ftrive to chaine the free-borne minde* 

The haplefs ladye to regainc, 

Arm'd ftiips fpreade all the ocean o'er j 

And grim defpaire beftrode the main. 
To feize the vicUm of his poVi% 
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1 uicaKing hearte i: 



There lowe fliee layes abforb'd in gri 
And, more to edge its poignancye, 

Shee trembles for a hufband's life, 
More deare to her than liberty e. 

There doom'd her future life to weare 
No more the balm of hope to know< 

Shee yields her to the fiend defpaire, 
That points the barbed dart of woe. 

And as fhe heares the waves arife, 
And as (bee heares the bleak windcs r 

As faft doe heave her heartfelt fighs, 
And Hill fo fail her fait tearcs poure. 
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THE WANDERING MAYDR 



IN rWO PARTS. 



Part the First, 

IT was by a baron's caftle gaye 
A wand'ring mayde dyd rove; 
For manye a myle had (he tooke her waye» 

In fearche of her true love : 
For manye a myle, both day and nigbte, 

Defpayring dyd (hee rove ; 
Nor blefte the lighte that chear'd her fyghte. 
For fliec had lode her love. 



Shee fat her downe by the moate foe wyde^ 

And her teares began to flowe ; 
She fat her downe, and fad {hee ligh'dy 

Oercome with toilc and woe : 
** But altho' I {hed full manye a teare, 

** And altho* I fet and fighe, 
•* Yet ever IMl love thee, youth foe deare^ 

** And for thee will I dye,*» 



I 



" And the water's alle foe colde^ 
** E*en hardyc cattle, that graze the play 
Beget them to a holdc." 



4< 



«• Alas!'' fheecry'd, ** I've loft mylo^ 
** And I've foughte hym farrcand nea 

** Sweete minftrel, hafte thou feene hym 
' * The youthe whom I love fo deare ? 

** Faire mayde, thy love howe ihoulde I 

* * From other youths I fee ? 

** Oh by hys lockes foe fay re that flowe, 
** And hys mien fo blighte of blee. 

** Hys face is fraughte with beautye's fm 

** The rofe and lillyes there ; 
* * Hys voice like mufick can beguile 

* * The wrinkled brow of care : 
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** Neare thefe hie tow'rs, foe fay re to vicW| 

** I*m tolde the youthe hath beene; 
** Then telle mee, rainftrel, tell mee trae, 

** Haft thou my trae love feene ? 
'* Noc, mayde, thy love I have not feene, 

* * By day nor yet by nighte ; 

** Alas] how harde that hearte, I weene, 

* * ■ That coulde fuch beautye flighte ! 

** But, lovely mayde, doe not thus rove, 

** And breake thy hearte with woe; 
** But go with mee and bee my love, 

«* And I'll not flighte thee foe." 
Then tookc this minftrel hys harpe of golde^ 

And fweetlye *gan to playe ; 
But the faithful mayde to hyra was colde. 

For alle that hee colde faye. 

** Noe, minftrel, tho' full fad 1 rue 

* * That hee from mee is gone, 
** Yet ftill to hym Til aye bee true, 

** And true to hym alone; 
** And o'er the lone countrie, daye and nighte, 

** Defpay ring will I rove, 
** Nor bleflc the lighte that chcarcs mye fighte, 

** Till I have founde my love. 



.... ••«•««! 



.t...«.i uca awaye. 
Full foone hee had hym flayne : 

** Oh mayde, hcede not that minflrel's g 
** But mee take for thy love; 

•* And -then to the wars, for golde and fp 
** Right merrylie wee will rove.'* 



•* Noe, warriourc, noe; tho* fad I rove, 
** And my love from mee is gon, 

<* Yet fliU I'll feeke that faithlefs love, 
** And love but hym alone : 

•* And ever I'll wander day andnighte, 
** While colde, colde blowes the winde, 

** Nor blefs the light that chears mye fight 
*Till I my true love fynde." 



C( 



The foldier was fcant ygonc, when lowe, 
A forrefter cam that wav*» 
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howe fhalle I knowe the youthe you fcekc 

)m other youtbes I fee? 

elle maye you knowe hymere hce doth fpcakC| 

rs mien's fo brighte of blee." 

:te may den, tho' *monge the forefles grccnc 

'ith earlyc home I rove, 

:ve mce, deare mayde, I have not feene 

le faithleffe youthe you love. 

rCf charming mayde, doe not thus rove, 
or wander thus forlorne ; 
goc with mee, and ever 1*11 love, 
nd (hclter thee from fcome : 
we will hunte with earlye home, 
nd fing the livelong daye ; 
I thechearful eve, and the fmiling monie, 
lall ever fynde us gaye, 

I thou, attir'd in robes of greene, 
L huntrefs blithe and gaye, 

II aye bee call'd, wher*ere thou'rt feene, 
'he fporting quccne of Maye. 

ne, turne thee, mayde, and bee my love, 

Lnd to my pafHon yeilde ; 

d ever delighted will wee rove, 

The princes of the fieldc.'* 

M 



-. .. ... . uec ot Maye the queen. 

.< V ':~ "»'">)•<= hail and w,-nde • 
iiJlImytrueJovefindc." 



I'ART THE SECONI 



V/»> /j:ii n. 
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behearde the baron gaye^ 

: lone tow 're where hce fat, 

h manye a fighe hee tooke hys vfzyCp 

:arae to the caftle gate. 

:rc hce fawe :he may den laye> 

c moate fide alle forlome ; 

e for the love of a youthe fo gaye^ 

I had treated her with fcorne* 

;ckc, once red as fummer rofc, 

e pale as wintry (ktes ; 

in her cherry lips dyd clofe, 

her love dyd once fo prize ; 

Ide, colde was that lilly hand, 

hce foe ofte had prcfle — 

inye a figh (as hee there did ilandc) 

baron's woe confede. 

lyden tolde her piteous tale, 
1 manye a fighe and teare, 
ee for her love, thro' heate and colde, 
wander'd farre and neare. 
; ! deare mayde," the baron figh'd, 
hy tale is fad and fore ; 
charming mayde," fiill loud hce cry'd, 
by forrows now bee o'er. 
M 2 



** My countcfsriche and gayc.*' 
The haplefs maydcn wondVing hearde 

The baron talkc of love; 
Yet ftill, alth6' that baron fhec fearfd. 
Right faithfulle dyd fhec prove. 



(( 



** Come tiime to-raee, and bee my lev 

** And bee my ladye gaye; 
** And thou no more for fcome fhalt r 

** Soc fad, the livelong dayc: 
** But thou in robes of golde, my fain 

** More hrighte than dayc fhall (hyr 
** Coin?, leave colde woe, and leave c 

** And to my luite inclyne. 

** Fay re may dens (liall attend on thee, 

** All fam*d for bcautye rare; 
«* V/»f ever fwcete maydcn, fhalt tho 
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" Alas!" flieecry'd, ** defpifea mayde 

" Dcftin'dwith fcome to lyve; 
*« What, tho' thy grandeur's thou' ft difplay'd, 

«<_My heart's not myne to give: 
•• But I muft rove, both daye and nighte, 

" While colde, colde blowes the winde; 

•* Nor bleffe the lighte that chears ray fightc, 

'Till my oymc true love I fynde.'* 



<< >' 



Then up arofe the hapleffe mayde. 

And woulde fayne have fled away; 
But the wond' ring baron fofte her ilay'd, 

And thus with joye dyd faye : 
•* Nowe heav'n thee blefle, thou faithful dame, 

** For thy deare conftante love ! 
•* Myne bee the faulte, and myne the blame, 

'* That made thee thus to rove. 

•* I am thy true (but cruel) love, 

** Altho' a baron borne ; 
** And 'twas thy faithe, deare mayde, to prove, 

" I let thee rove forlorne. 
•* I from yon tow're have hearde thy moane, 

•* Audit pierc'd mee to thee hcartc: 
** Nowe take mee, deare mayden ; I am thy owne 

** And never more wille wee parte. 

M 3 



** Nor more in miferyc rove: 
•' But wee will live and love foe true, 

** And with fuche conftancye, 
** That, if fteme death thee firUfi (hall fl; 

** Deare mayde, 1*11 dye with thee." 

The mayden blufli'd to fynd her love ' 

A baron of hie fame ; 
While fonde hee cry'd, *' Thyfearesre 

** Thy faithe my pryde doth fhayme. 
•* Agayne to thee my troth I plightc, 

** And let thy joyes abounde ; 
•* And blefs the lighte that cheares thy fif 

** For thy true love is founde," 



I 
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THE BATCHELOR'8 PLEA AGAINST 
MATRIMONY. 



THE batchelormoftjoyfullye. 
In pleafant plight doth pafle his dales. 
Good fellowfhip and companie 
He doth maintaine and kepe alwaie. 

With dam fells brave he^maye'well goe. 

The married man cannot doe fo, 
If he be merie and toy with any, 

His wife will frowne, and words gevc manyc; 

Her yellow hofe fhe ftrait will put on, 

So that the married man dare not difpleafc his wife Joai 



THE RENUING OF LOV 



T N going to my naked bedde 
-*- As one that would have ffept 
I hearde a wife fing to her child, * 

That long before had wept. 
She fighed fore and fang fUll fwecte 
To bring the babe to reft, ' 

That would not ceafe but cried ftill 
In fucking at her breft. * 

SIic was full wearie of her watch. 

And greued with her child, 
She rocked it and rated it 

Till that on her it fmilde. 
Then did fhe faie, now have I founde 
This prouerbe tnie» tn nron*. 
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.s (he proceded thus in fong 

Unto her little bratte, 
luclic maitor uttJieJ flic of waight 

In phcc whereat fhc fatte, 
Lnd proucd plainc there was no beaft 

Nor creature bearing life 
lould well be knowne to Hue in loue> 

Without difcorde and ftrife : 
Then kiffcd fhec her little babe 

And fware by God abode, 
"he falling out of faitHRiU frendi. 

Renuing is of loue. 

he faied that neither king ne pnhce, 
Ne lord could Hue aright, 
^ntill their puifTance they did proue 
Their manhode and their might, 
V^hcn manhode flial be matched f<> 
That fearecan take noplace, 
hen wearie works makes warriburg 
Eche other to embrace, 
nd leaue their forfe that failed them, 
Which did confume the rout, 
hat might before haue liiied their tyme 
And their fulle nature out : 
hen did flie fyng as one that thought 
No man could her rcproue, 
he falling out of faithfull frendes 
Rcnuino^ isof Jouc, 
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The works (he hath beitone 
H" tragedy in foms, ^' 

Asd.d her well behove, ' 

^ ^^ fa.h„g out of feithfuU frende.. 

In,,,r,io;iemuchpardyq„othft.-. 
I-or to behold .he rou.e, ' 

„ i o tofTe the world abo,u 
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s ended (he her fong and faid 
efore (he did remoue, 
: falling out of faithful! frendt 
.cnuing is of loue. 



iNNET ON ELIZABETH MARKHAME* 



TTHENCE comesmy love, Ohearte, difclofe, 
▼ *Twas from cheeks that ftiamed the rofe; 

•m lips that (poylc the rubies prayl'e; 

»m eyes that mock ths "diamond's blaze, 

tience comesmy woe, as freely owne, 
me! 'twas from a hearte lyke (lone. 

z blufliyng cheek fpeakes modcft mynde^ 
e lipps befitting wordes mofte kynde; 
; eye docs temptc to love's defyre, 
d feems to fay, 'tis Cupid's fire ; 
t all fo faire, but fpeake my moane, 
h Doughte dothe faye the heartc of ilone« 



Make not fo faire to caufcour moanc 
Or make a hcarte that's lyke our owi 



HENRY AND CATH: 



I^N anticnte times in Britain's ifle 
Lord Ilcnrie was well knownej 
No knight was in his day more fam'c 

Nor more dcferv'd renownc; 
His thoughts on honoure always ram 

He never bow'd to love; 
No ladic in the landc had charmcs. 
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Altho' flic was of lowe degree, 

She dill did conquefics gaine ; 
For fcarce a. youth who her behelde, 

£rcap'd herpow'Htille chaine: 

But foone her eys their luftre loft, 

Her cheekes grew pale and wan ; 
For pininge feiz'd her beauteous facC| 

And every grace was gone : 
This ficknefle was to all unknowne; 

Thus did the fair one wafte 
Her time in fighs, and floodes of tears. 

Or broken flumbers pallc. 

Once in a dreame Che called aloude, 

«* 01 Henry! I'me undone! 
<< O cruel fate! O helplefle maide! 

•* My love can ne'er be knowne. 
** But *tis the fate of woman kinde 

•* The truth we muft concealc; 
** 1*11 die ten thoufande thoufande deathei, 

** Ere 1 my love reveale." 

A tender friend who watch'd the fair, 

To Henrie hied away : 
4* My lorde, fhe cries, we've found the caufc 

** Of Catherine's quick decay. 

XT 



<( 



And dies for love of you.'* 



The gentle Henrie's foul was ftn 

His hearte began to flame : 
** O ! poor unhappy maid,'* he j 

** Yet am I not -to blame. 
** O! Catherine! too, too model 

** Thy love I never knewe, 
** ril eafe thy paine."— As fwift< 

To her bediide he flewc. 



** Awake, he cried, thou lovely n 
** Awake, awake, my dear! 

** If I had only guell thy love, 
** Thou hadft not fhedde a tear. 

** 'Tis Hcnrie calls; defpair no m 
* * Renew thy wonted charmes : 

** .I'm come to rail tV^**** k~^i- f— 
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Her armes about his neck flic flung^ 

In extacy flie cried, 
** Will you be kind? Will you indeedc?' 

** O! lovel" And fo ftie died. 



THE MAD SHEPHERDESS. 

MY lodging it is on the cold ground, 
and very hard is my fare ; 
But that which troubles me moft it 

the unkindefs of my dear ; 
Yet ftill I cry, O turn love, 

and I prethee love turn to me. 
For thou art the man that I long for, 
and alack what remedy. 

I'll crown thee with a garland of ftraw then, 

and 1*11 marry thee with a rufliring, 
My frozen hopes fliall thaw then, 

an^ merrily we will fing : 
O turn to me my dear love, 

And I prethee love turn to me. 
For thou art the man that alone caaft 

procure xny liberty. 



J- \.\. iiui I. Liy, vy lurn lOve, 
and I piethce love turn to me, 

For thou art the man that alone art 
the caufe of my mifery . 



HUME AND MURRAY, OR F 
LINE'S ESCAPE. 



STOUT Hume, he dwelt in fair Sec 
A worthy wight was he i 
Whene'er he rais'd his hurnifh'd brand 
He caus'd his foes to flee. 



SELECT ANCIENT POEMS. 1.57 

Of years fcant twenty-five was he, 

And comely was his face; 
His yellow locks, in ringlets free, 

Hung down his neck with grace* 

Blue were his eyes, and dreams of fire,. 

"When angry, from them came ; 
Not fo when urg'd by foft dcfire, 

He woo'd the yielding dame. 

His cheeks were red, for health was there, 

And taught the blood to flow; 
His limbs were ftrong, yet light as air 

He chac'd the bounding roc* 

Stout Hume to youthful Murray faid. 

My foul is fick with love ; 
I'm vanquifli'd by an EngliQi maid ; 

Thy faith I mean to prove ► 

Oft haft thou told me, truft my aid, 

In any bold emprize ; 
Quoth Murray, what he once hath faid,. 

Accurs'd be who denies I 

The word which once I promised have,. 

I ftill will keep to death: 
Thou {halt not frown upon my grave ^ 

rm thine while 1 have \itt^\)cv. 



. _ • »■• * V I 



t. Ill nine ot need. 
Gird on my trully band. 

And let us Hraight to Langley's hafle^ 
A churlifh knight, and bold; 

Fair Rofaline, his daughter chaflcy 
Is flie I long t'enfold. 

He is a knight of Percy's train ; 

And when a hoflage there, 
I llrove fair Rofaline to gain. 

But he refus'd my pray*r. 

O Rofaline 1 tiow pafling fair. 

How beautiful art thou I 
Like cluft'ring bloflbms waves thy hair 

Upon the fummcr bpugh. 



Thv foreh^a'^ 



.^-1.- •» 
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Her teeth the iv*ry laugh to fcom, 

Her neck the chryftal clear, 
Thro' which, in azure channels bome^ 

The ftreams of life appear. 

The down of whiteft fwans 'twere fhamc 

To fay her breaft exceeds ; 
Its fwelling orbs the tender flame 

Of love and virtue feeds. 

Why fit we here, quoth Murray, then. 

And fpcnd our time in words ? 
Let us together call our men. 

And bid them take their fwords. 

Nay, Murray, nay, but thou and I 

Muft do this deed alone ; 
Let us, brave Murray anfwercd, fly, 

The deed it (hall be done. 

Each mounted then his dapple flecd, 

They left the Scottifh ftrand ; 
Thro' Langley's wood they now proceed^ 

In fair Northumberland. 

They reached the gate at morning tide. 

The gate of Langley place : 
When thro* a window Rofaline fpy'd 

Her Hately lover's pace. 



.^ Vtll^l 



.u-iiae naited Hume, 
And lowly bent his knee. 

With fpeed (he thro* the window paft. 

And lit upon the ground; 
While Hume he crofs*d'the ditch with \ 

He did not flay to found. 

He bore her down the bank fo deep, 

He wanted not a guide ; 
He crofs*d the ditch, both wide and deep. 

And landed on t'other fide. 

They fpurr'd their dapple ftecds along, 
Their deeds out-flrip'd the wind; 

And foon was Langley's caftle ftrong 
Full many a mile behind. 

Langlcy awake I fU- - 
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They fpur their fleeds with micklc might, 

Till on a rifing hill, 
They fee the lovers full in fight, 

Yet onward prick they flill. 

They fee the lovers ford the Tweed, 

To whom thus Murray kind, 
Fly on, my friends, with treble fpeed. 

While I remain behind. 

Nay, Hcav'n forefend I brave Hume rcply'd, 

That thou alone fliould'ft ftand, 
1*11 fix my feet thy feet befide, 

And meet yon hollile band. 

Fly on, fly on, bold Murray cries. 

For know, unlefs I dream, 
Unlefs my bow-ftring fail, or eyes, 

Not one fhall crofs the dream. 

O, fptre my father's valuM life, 

Quoth Rofalinc, with a figh ; 
O, fpare my brethren in the ftrife-* 

Quoth Murray, none fliall die. 

The lovers fled — His bow he drew. 

And twang*d with utmoft force, 
The arrow from th' claftic yew 

Strait kill'd the foiemoft horfct 



AM. 



iiu uien bold Murray fled. 



He join'd the lovers in their flight, 

The happy deed he told ; 
Her cheeks warm bluflies render bri. 

Which fear before made cold, 

Blulhes of joy her cheeks adorn, 
Which Hume with rapture faw; 

The prieft was called that blefTcd mot 
And fan^UonM love with law. 

But Langley and his Tons with fliame 

From out the water rife ; 
On foot, and flower then he came» 

To Percy now he hies, 

A boon, earl Percy, I requefi; 
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Who, as we crofs'd the Tweed, took aim. 

Mod like a traitor Scot, 
And all our horfes in the ftream 

With his (harp arrows fliot. 

God's blood! quo'h Percy, wicked Cain I 

To fteal thy Rofaline I 
Hath Hume thy bonny daughter ta'cn ? 

I would he had taken mine 

Fortho* my foe, I love him well, 

And prize his martial fire ; 
Langley, in footh I fhall not mcll. 

Would he could call me fire 1 



LOVE AND GRIEF, OR THE 
^^ THE SUTHERLANI 



:V 



FROM Caledonia's diftant boun 
Beyond the Murray firth. 
Where Scottilh men, v^ith warlike I. 
Join dance, and fong, and mirth. 

There came the lord of Sutherland, 
A youth tall, fair, and free ; 

His race was aye a gallant band, 
A gallant youth was he. 

He lov'd his king, his country lovN 
A truftv blade he bore_ 
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A youth fo brave, a youth fo mild, 

What lady would not love ? 
Where'er he came, whene'er he fmiPd, 

In vain the fair ones firove 

To quench the foft, but dang'rous flame 

That in their bofoms glow'd; 
The kindling blufh that went and camie 

The fccret flame llill fliow'd. 

Amid the reft, a lovely maid, 

Maria hight was feen; 
Lovely her looks, her manners ftaid, 

But moft her mind, I ween, 

Did take who faw, meek was that mind • 

As mcekeft infant's fmiles; 
And wife as age, nor yet inclin'd 

To cunning that beguiles. 

Nor art nor cunning needed flie, 
Her foul was fill'd with grace ; 

Sincerely good, and nobly free, 
Her foul beam'd in her face. 

In dcflin'd hour young Sutherland 

Beheld the beauteous maid; 
Her beauty cou)d his youth withflandy 

Suth beauty fo array 'd? 



#x 



Death only could them part :— 

Nor that long time!— Lift to my talc, 

A tale of love and woe; 
If pity in your breaft prevail, 

Lift, andatearbeftow. 

f Midft all that worth and wealth combin 

Which friends and fame confer, 

• Of pleafure on the feeling mind. 

Did live this happy pair. 

Their happirtefsto crown, kind Heav'i 
Two pretty babes did lend; 

Lent was the blefling, not fo giv'n, 
But for it Heav'n might fend. 

And fend Heav'n did, ere long, for p* 



n»j 
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nil heavj' thoughts rcvolvM too oft, 

OpprefsM the fprings of life ; 
His ftrength decay'd, his foul was foft, 

It bo^'d beneath the (Irife. 

His friends to flee the fcene of grief 

Their prudent counfel gave ; 
(From obj»:£ls new we meet relief) 

All fought the youth to favc. 

Bath's balmy waters gently ftrcam'd, 

Their genial aid to give ; 
Each joy-infpiring naiad feem'd 

To bid the warrior live. 

Nathlefs the lurking ficknefs gain* 

Fall on his weaken'd frame ; 
Till grown more bold, encreafing paint 

Revcal'd the fever's flame. 

Full thirty days and thirty nights 

Maria tends his bed, 
To her what are the world's delights, 

While there her lord is laid ? 

To lull his anguifh, calm his mind, 

And hand the healing dofe, 
Was all her care : For this flie pin'd ; 

For this flic loft rcpole. 

o % 



Ah mel what tidings do I hear? 

** She fickens, faints, and dies: 
** Outworn with watching, grief, and fcai 

" Shcfdllsafacrifice." 

Hufli ! hide the woeful chance, look gay. 
And clofeft filencc keep ; 

Or fmiling, fpite of forrow, fay, 
** The lady is aflecp," 

Say fo next day, try ev'iy art— 

But cv'ry ait is vain: 
ProlongM fufpcnce, the wifliing heart 

Refufcth to fuftain. 

•* Where is Maria dear," he cries, 
** Mv charmer, where is fhe. 
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** Alas! alas! Maria's gone; 

** 1 will not here abide ; 
** We cannot part; we flill are one*'— — 

He faid, then groanM, and died. 



H9 



THE FIELD OF BATTLE, 



FAINTLY bray'd the battle's roar 
Didant down the hollow wind; 
Panting terror fled before, 

Wounds and death were left behind. 

The War-fiend cursM the funkcn day, 
That checked his fierce purfuit too fooa 

While, fcarcely lighting to the prey, 
Low hung, and lour'd the bloody moon, 

The field, fo late the hero's pride, 
Was now with various carnage fpread; 

And floated with a crimfontide. 
That drench'd the -dying and the dead. 

O'er the fadfcenc ofdrcarieft view, 
Abandon'd all to horrors wild, 

With frantic flcp Maria flew, 
Msria, Sorrow's early c\\\\d; 

o % 



2>be, lovely, taimiui, wanaercr, came. 

For well (he thought, a friend fo dear 
In darkcfl hours might joy impart ; 

Her warrior, faint with toil, might chear, 
Or foothe her bleeding warrior's fmart. 

Tho* look'd for long^n chill affright, 
(The torrent buriling from her eye) 

She heard the fignal for the fight- 
While her foul trembled in a figh— 

She heard, and dafp'd him to her breaft. 
Yet fcarcp could urge th' inglorious (la 

His manly heart the charm confcft — 
Then broke the charm,— and rufh'd a\ 

Too foon in few-sbut deadly words, 



SELECT ANCIENT POEMS. 

O'er the fad fcene in dire amaze 

She went— with courage not her own- 
On many a corpfe ftie call her gaze — 
And turn'd her car to many a groan. 

Drear anguifh urged her to prefs 

Full many a hand, as wild (he mournM;— 
— Of corofort glad, the drear carefs 

The damp, chill, dying hand return*d. 

Her ghaftly hope was well nigh fled— 
When late pale Edgar's form fhe found, 

Half bury'd with the hoftile dead, 
And bor'd with many a grifly wound. 

She knew— Ihc funk — the night-bird fcrcam'd, ! 

——The moon withdrew her troubled Hght, 
And left the fair,— tho* fall'n fhe feem'd— - 

To worfe than death— and deepeft night. 
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THE CAROUSAL OF c 



InflalkV, °''"^°^''■''^='^°-=• 
n «alk the vanous forms, and dreft 

W,o ar„ou„. vario'us vefl 
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** Shame to yourplaced front, ye men of death!** 
Cries Hi LD A, with diforderM breath. 
Hell echoes back her feoff of fhame 
To thcinaftive rev'Hng Champion's name. 
•* Call forth thg fong," fhe fcream'd;— the minftrela 

came— 
The theme was glorious, war the dear delight 
Of fhining bed in field, and daring mod in fight. 






" Joy to the foul," the Harpers fung, 

When embattl*d ranks among. 

The ftecl-clad Knight, in vigour's bloom^ ^ 
(** Banners waving o'er his plume) 
** Foremoft rides, the flov/er and boaft 
•* Ofthebolddttermin'dhoftl" 

"With greedy ears the guefts each note devour'd; 
Each flruck his beaver down, and grafp'd his faithful 
fword. 
The fury mark'd th' aufpicious deed, 
And bad the Scalds proceed. 

*' Joy to the foul 1 a joy divine I 

** When confli6ling armies join; 

** When trumpets clang, and bugles found ; 

** When ftrokes of death are dealt around ; 

** When the fword fcafts, yet craves for more j 

** And every gauntlet drips with gore."— 



SELDOME COMES 



Anadmoniiii-nioalirortiofp 
mailers, and fenjami, &c. 
to Ex ibeii minds on what 



JN TWO . 
Past thi 
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1 once had a wife, 

would to God fhe had liued ! 
For while die Lord lent mc her life, 

Indifferent well 1 thriued : 
.Yet caufe that fhe would chide at mc, 

1 wiflit that death would let her; 
But fince I have got a worfc than (hec, 

tor fcldome comes the better. 

She would tell me for my good, 

That I mud leauc my vice, 
But I not rightly underftood 

Her counfell of high price: 
Full glad was I when fhe was dead, 

So much at nought I fet her; 
But fince I haue got a worfe in her (lead, 

for feldome comes the better. 

I now haue one that's not content 

With any thing I doe ; 
The others tongue did mc torment, 

This fcolds and beates mee too. 
I thought when I was rid of one, 

That Fortune was my debtor; 
But now I fee, when one wife's gone, 

That feldome comes the better. 



ft"'^- 



s 
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She'll fit at the alchoufe all the day, 
And if the houfe will let her, 

She'll run on the fcore, and I muft pay; 
Thus feldome comes the better. 

The other was a hufwife good, 

When (he a penny fpent, 
It went from her like drops of bloud, 

'loth' alchoufe flie ne're went, 
UnkfTc it were to fetch home me, 

For which at nought I fct her; 
But ihis wife is quite contrary, 
For feldome comes a better. 

And if I doe rebuke her, as 

A hufband ought and will, 
She'll call me rogue and rafcall bafc, 
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THE SECOND PART* 



WHEN I confider well of this. 

It fore doth vexe my minde; 
O then I thinke what tis to mifle 

A wife that's trae and kinde. 
There's many men like me thathaoe 

Good wiues, yet wiih for neater. 
And faine wouldfend the old toth' grauC| 

In hope they (ball hane better. 

But that doth feldome come to psdTe, 

Though many hope it will': 
Therefore let him that has a good lafle^ 

Defire to keep her ftill : 
Nay, though (he hath fome fmall defe^y 

To chide when he doth fret her, 
Yet let him not her loue neglc£l, 

Tor feldome comes the better* 

P 



H But tew or none mat niiuc» 

Their expc6lation anfwercd. 
I Suppofe the portion's greater. 

Yet he may fay as I have fed, 
That feldome comes the better. 

There's many lads and laffes young. 

That in good feruice light, 
And yet they thinke that they hauc wrc 
i To ferue their time out quite : 

I They loue to (hilt from place to place, 

[ Toth' little from the greater,- 

I Till at laft they fay, in woefull cafe, 

j Faith, feldome comes the better. 

[ i Change of pafture makes fat calues^ 

'■( This is a prouerb vs'J, 

Which fore another like it falues, 



••^\^Ki»t 



When they haue feruants true, 
o keepe them ouer-Iong th* are loth, 
But flill they wifli for new: 
nd hauing put the old away, 
They take fome farre vnfitter, 
/hich being tride, at lall they fay, 
Faith, feldome comes the better. 

nd he that hath a perfeft friend. 
Let him retaine his loue, . 
sft lofing th' old, the new ith' end 
A feigned friend doeproue : 
.nd fo it happens many times, 
As fome can tell that yet are 
.liue, and doe lament their crimes, 
With feldome comes the better. 

'hcrefore let all, both men and wiues, 
Seruants and mafters all, 

hinke on this prouerbcall their liues, 
The vfe on*t is not fmall : 
you are well, yourfelucs fo keepe. 
And ftriue not to be greater ; . 

•e fure to looke before you leape. 
For feldome comes the better, 

P s 



FAR diflant from thebufy train 
A beauteous pair reiide; 
[jf The fairetl nymph on all the plain, 

And he the {hepherd's pride. 

On Aura blooming health bedows 
Charms unimprov*d by art; 

Her cheek like modeft rofcs glows, 
To captivate the heart. 

The lilies, in hcrbofom placM, 

Forget their native bed ; 
And fnow-drops, by that bofom gracM, 

A new-born fweetnefs fbed. 

Alexis, oft in foft-tun'd lays, 
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Thus blcft, and bleflingeach, they dwelt, 
With virtuous paflions burn'd; 

And, with an heart-felt rapture,, felt 
That virtuous flame returnM. 

But ah ! how fleeting are our joys, 

How fubje6l to decay ! 
Corroded by unfeen alloys, 

They tranfient pafs away. 

Near Aura's cot a manfion flood, 

And rear'd its lofty head 
Amidft the cload-afpiring wood. 

Which far its branches fpread, 

Alonzo, of a noble race, 

Pofll'fsM this flately pile; 
A youth adorn'd with every grace 

That might the heart beguile. 

As pafling by one day by chance. 

Where lovely Aura ftray'd, 
He vicw'd bcr various charms afliancc. 

And all her form furvey'd. 

He view'd her lips, of rubies madc^ 

Her gloffy nut-brown hair, 
Whofe ringlets cafl a pleafing fliadc. 
And made her neck more £a\t. 



II 



From whence," flie cry'd, ** are y 



The youth with extacy addrefs'd 

The uncxperienc'd maid : 
•* Return, return, thou heav'n-bom guc 

'* Nor be of aught afraid'. 

'* Let no vain doubts thy thoughts mole 
** Thou more than mortal fair; 

** Be lull'd thy mind to tranquil reftg. 
** And banifh'd every care. 

** Behold thy fuppliant lover faint 

** Entreats thee not to fly; 
'* Oh, deign to hear his tender plaint^ 

'* Or bid him infiant die. 

'' But Nature never form'd that frame 
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With elegance hfs language flow'd. 

In pleaiing accents drefs'd, 
And while her face with hlufhct glow'd^ 

Her willing hand he prefs'd. 

Her half-averted cheek he kifs*d> 

And vow'd his love fincere; 
Nor could her feding heart reiiil 

The tribute of a tear. 

Awhile her wav'rrng mind's refolv'd; 

Awhile (he doubts again; 
Now thinks how well Alexis lov*d|. 

Then deems his loVing vain. 

At length Ihe bids a lafl farewel 

To fwains and rural life, 
Torfakesher peaceful, bumble cell. 

And is Alonzo's wife* 

In fcenes of joy her time (he fpends^ 

With mirth her hours glidc^ 
Andchearful gaiety attends 

This more than happy bride. 

Her days'midd foft delights ihe paft» 

Inpleafure*s inydic round, 
Each night more happy than the hSi^ 

With frcfh enjoyttiCQU ao\it^4k 



A*^A* Aftftfc^r^ 
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Say, who can paint the various pai 
Which Aura's iwfom rent, 

Or who recount her piteous (Irain 
And not her fate lament P 

*Twas now fhe found her native o 
Could more content bcftow, 

Tban thofe in an exalted lot, 
Amidil their greatnefs, know. 

*Twas now fhe thought on thofe b 

Devoid of guilt or fear, 
When fhe her faithful fhephcrd's 1 

With rapture Ui'd to hear. 

•* Alas! forfaken as thou art," 

"FVtp hanlpfTe Tnniirnpr rrv^A. 
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Say, injur'd youth — Alexis fay— 
■ * • Have not the gods above 

Bfpous'd thy caufe with rigid fway, 
• * And punifh'd faithlefs love ? 

But ceafe, my heart, upbi-aiding's vain, 
•* N'or fill with tears my eye, 

* No more with fruitlefs words complain, 
** But teach me how to die. 

•• And if departed fouls attend 
•* The aftions of mankind, 

* Ah, may I be the guardian friend 
** Of hin^ I leave behind I 

** Oh, may I ever whifjier peace 

** To dear Alexis* mind, 
** And may he foon his joys increafc 

• * With one more juft and kind I" 



ii 
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'^n^Oariuer/Jde 
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And nesrer when he did repaire, 

Both fdce and voyce he knew, 
He favv that Phillis was come' there 

Her plaints for to renefw ; 
Thus leaning her vnto her plaints, 

And forrow-flaking grones, 
He heard her deadly difconteMs 

Thus all breake forth at once. 

Amintas, is my loue to thee 

Of fuch a light account, 
That thou difdain'ft to looke on me. 

Or loue as thou wert wont ? 
Where thofe the oaths that thou didil make^ 

The vowes thou didil conceiue. 
When I, for thy contentment's iake, 

Mine hearts delight did leaue ? 

How oft didil thou proteft to me. 

The heauens fhould tume to noaghty 
The funne fhould firil obicured be 

Ere thou wouldil change thy thought P 
Then, heau'n, di/Toluc without delay; 

Sunne, (hew thy faceno morey 
Amyntas loue is loil fpr ay. 

And woe is me tiiereiore. 



Bui ah, alas I ih' cHefl 
Thy drifts were but 

for true and vndirTenit 
Will neUcr turne la 

All thy behmionrawer 

Too fmooih and too . 

X-ike fugar which impo. 

Sufpca bccaufc its f» 

Thine oaiht and vowej , 

Then well thou could) 

Much like a calme that 

An uiicxpefled floruK 

God knowes, it would n 

Fortobckill'dforthei 

But oh I tooneereitdod 
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lyntas, tell me, if thou may, 
f any fault of mine 
:h giuen thee caufe thus to betray 
Aine hearts delight and thine ? 
), no, alas ! it could not be, 
vly loue to thee was fuch, 
iefle that if I vrged thee, 
n louing thee too much, 

t ah, alas I what doe I gaine, 
5y thcfe my fond complaints ? 
i dolour doubles thy difdaine, 
Vly griefe thy ioy augments : 
though it yield no greater good, 
A oft doth eafe my mind, 
r to reproach th* ingratitude 
3f him who is unkind. 

ith that her hand, cold, wan, and pale, 
Jpon her breft {he layes, 
id feeing that her breath did faile, 
>he fighes, and then fhc fayes, 
Amyntas!** and with that, poor mayd, 
>he figh'd againe full fore, 
at after that (he neuer fayd, 
>^or fighM nor breath'd no mort. 

Q 



By Sir John Moori 



f ^HILDREN of affluence, hear 



ii 



O hade, and free me from this dungc 
Let not the hand of comfortlefs dcfpair 
Sink my grey hairs y/iih. forrow to th< 

Unus'd companion's tribute to demand 
With clamorous din wake charity's c 

Wring the flow aid from pity's loiterii 
Weave the feign'd tale, or drop the j 

Far different thoughts employ'd my ca; 

To views of blifs, to fcencs of affluei 

Thp hand of oleafure ftrewed my path 
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Such is the lot of human blifs below ; 

Fond.hope awhile the trembling flow'ret rears; 
Till unforefeen defcends the blight of woe, 

And withers in an hour the pride of years. 

In evil hour, to fpecious wiles a prey, 

\ trufted;— (who from fauhs is always free ?) 

And the (hort progrefs of one fatal day 

Was all the fpacc *twixt wealth and poverty. 

Where could I feek for comfort or for aid? 

To whom the ruins of my flate commend? 
Lefttomyfelf, abandoned and betrayed, 

Too late I found the wretched have no friend ! 

E'en he, amid the reft, the favour'd youth, 
Whofe vows had met the tendereil wariti return, 

Forgot his oaths ofcanflancy and truth, 
And left my child in folitude to mourn. 

Pity in vain ftretch'd forth her feeble hand 

To guard the facred wreaths by Hymen wove ; 

While pale-eyed avarice, from his fordid (land. 
Scowled o*er the ruins of negle6led love. 

Though deeply hurt, yet, fwayed by decent pride, 
She hufh*d her forrows with becoming art, 

And faintly ftrove with fickly fmiles to hide 
The canker- wprm thai ^it^'dw^QwV'Ks.VvKssx. 
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Some light ! dire^ me, helplcfs maid I 

Where fitting on the ground, 
His bow unftrung is near him laid. 

His panting dogs around. 

^1 fe by the rock, the ftream bcfide, 

I here muft fit me down ; 
While howls the wind, and roars the tidc^ 

My lover's call to drown. 

Ah! why, my Salgar! this delay. 

Where llray thy lingering feet? 
Didft thou not promife in the day 

Thy love at night to meet ? 

Here is the rock, and here the tree, 

Thine own appointed fpot; 
Thy promife canll thou break with me t 

And is my love forgot ? 

l^or thee I'd dare my brother's pride ? 

My father's houfe would fly, 
For thee forfake my mother's fide; 

With thee to live and die. 

Be hufli'd, ye winds ! how loud ye brawl I 

Stream ! (land a moment flill ; 
Perhaps my love may hear me call, 

Upon the neighbouring \\VW. 



Kind mooo ! thoa ^v'ft a friendly ligl 

And lo! the glaflf flream. 
And the grey rocks, thioagh dn&y nii 

Rcflccl thy filvcr beam. 

Yet I dcfciy not Salgar's fbnn ; 

No dogs before him ran. 
Shall I not perifli by the ftorni. 

Before to-morrow's fun? 

But what behold I, on the heath ? 

My love! my bi other! laid— 
O fpeak, my friends ! ix>r hold yotir 

T' affright a trembling maid. 

They anfwernot— they fleep— they'r 
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Fiiends of my choice ! how lov'd were both ! 

Who now your fame fhall raife ? 
Who fing my lover's plighted troth; 

My brother's fong ofpraife? 

OfthoufandsloveJy, Salgar'sface 

Was lovcliell to the fight : 
Renown'd my brother for the chace, 

And terrible in fight : 

Sons of my love! fpeak once again— 

Ah no ! ^— to death a prey, 
Silent they are, and muft remain; 

For cold their breads of clay. 

But ere their fleeting fpirits fled, 

Acrofs the plain fo foon 1 
Or fiiun the (hadows of the dead 

The glimpfes of the moon? 

Speak, where on rock, or mountain grave, 

Siill clafh your fouls of fire. 
Or reconciled, in fome dark cave 

Yourpeaccful ghofts retire. 

Ah ! where her friends (hall Colma find? 

Ilaik No— —they're filent ftill— 

No muttering anfwcr brings the wind : 

No whJCpcr o'er the bill. 



When morning light appears. 

Yet ralfe, ye fiiends of thefe the dead^ 
On this fad fpot their tomb ; 

But clofe not up their narrow bed ; 
Till haplcfs Colma come. 

For why behind them fhould we flay, 
Whofc life is now a dream? 

Together here our corfes lay, 
Bcfide the murmuring ftream. 

So fliall my fhivering ghofl be feen, 

Lamenting o'er the flain ; 
As homeward hies the hunter kecn| 
Benighted on the plain. 

Yet fhall he, fearlefs. nafiialnno-. 
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PRINCE EDWARDE AND ADAM 

GORDON. 



TO Adam Gordon's gloomye haunte 
Prince Edwardc wounde hys waye: 
** And couldcl but meete ^hat bold outlawe, 
** In the wolde where he doth layc I 

Prince Edwarde boldlye wounde his waye 

The briars and bogs amonge : 
•* And.conlde I but finde that bolde outlawe, 

** Hys lyfe fhouldenotbc longe. 

** For hee hath harrowed merryc HampfhirCy 
** And manye a fpoile poflefte ; 

* * A bolder outlawe than this wight 
" Ne'er trod by eafte and wefte. 

•* And now come on, my merrye men all, 
** Nor heede the drearyc waye; 

<* For coulde I but meete that bolde outlawe, 
** Fulle foonc I woulde hym (layc* 



Then fpake a knifiinc, " I* 
" Eie Gordon you (hall fj 

" FoihecdoLheclweIlcina< 
" Rfmoicfrom human ky 

" Among the woldcs and ie 
" HyslodginE heehaili ta 

*' And nevei'that wand'ong 
" That ere came out agaj 

" So darke, To nairowe, and 
" The windings all aboul 

" That fcarce the birdcs that 
" Can fynde their way th 



e Edwarde dre' 



chysd 
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And then bcfpake a valiantc knyghte : 

** Now, prince, thy wordes make goode; 

f* For yonder I fee that proude outlawe^ 
** A cominge forthe the woode." 

Then quick the prince lit off hys fleede. 

And onwarde wounde hys waye : 
.♦* Now ftande yee bye, my merrye men alley 

** And yee fliall fee brave playe." 

Brave Adam o'Go'-don fawe the prince. 

As hee cam forthe the wolde ; 
And foone he knewe hym by hys ihielde. 

And hys banners all of golde. 

?* Arouze," he criede, ** my merrye men allc, 
** And flande yee wellc yourgrounde; 

** For yonder great prince Edwarde corns, 
** For valoure fo.renownde.'* 

'* Now welcom, welcom, Adam Gordon, 

** I'm gladde I have thee founde; 
** For manye a daye l*ve foughte for thee, 

** Thro' alle the country e rounde," 

?* Nowe hearel fweare," brave Adam (ried, 

** Had I but Co beene tolde, * 

M I woulde have met thee longe 'ercnowCi 

•* In citie or in woldc.** ♦ 



Their hcarteVJ-T""' '"' "'"'='*'<: 
^"earte, with courage fleeJ'd 

^'"'efro™."er«tf„7°fe=. 

Thrice U-,cv agreed.-, o'erfnen, ^- k 
^ To ceafe their fturdve M "^ '°> 

AndthricetheyftopDM? "' 
^■"^wipe.JirE,^~;heir 

Edward aye IovM*l,..t. 
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•* Here, Gordon, do I plighte my handc, 

** My honour and renowne, 
•* That, if thou to my fworde wilt yeilde, 

* * And my allegiance owne— 

•* But more,— if thou wilt be my friende, 

* * And faithful (hare my hearte, 

** 1*11 ever prove gentle unto thee— — 
•* Wee never more willc parte. 

** Thou, in the raging battle's hourc, 

** Shalle aye fighte by my fide, 
** And at my table and my court, 

** In time of peace prefide. 

** When profperous fate (hall gilde my throne^ 

** Thou fhalt partake, my joye; 
•* When troubles low 're, to foothe thy prince 

** Shall be thy folc employe. 

** And I to thee the fame will prove, 

** A gentle bofom friend; 
** In joy to fiiarc thy happineffe, 

** In woe thy care to end. 

•* Nowe, Adam, take thy lading choice, 

** Thy prince awaites thy worde: 
*• Acceptc, brave man, ray fmile or firownc-« 

•* My fricndlhip or my fworde,*' 

R 



Upon the warriourc's dark bro' 
A teare was feene to fhyne — 

Hee layde hys hande upon hys 
«* Brave Edwarde, I am thy 

The pyt/ing prince the warrioi 
And prefs'd hym to his heart 

** Adam, thy prince will bee t 
** We nevermore will parte 

A fhouting from their fbllowen 
ProclaymM the joyful found< 

The hills and woodlandes, ecfeo 
Difpers'd the tydyngi rounde 

The prince then made that brav 
On hys own fleede to ryde. 
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*• Fayrc fon, fayre fon, more deare to mce, 

** Than alle that lyfe can give, 
*• Full many a daye the loffe of thee 

** Hath caused my hearte to grieve, 

♦* And whence that ftayne upon thy Ihielde ? 

** That bloode upon thy browc ? 
** Oh I thou haft had fome defperate fyghtc, 

'* And didft not let mee knowe. 

•* Was it among the rebel hofte 

** Thy fworde hath got this ftayne ? 
** And are their banners overthrowne ? 

• * And proude Earl Derbyc flaine ? * 

•* Or is't where Kenilworth^is proud tow'rea 

** Overlook the neighbour play ne, 
** That thou haft rear'd thy conquering armef, 

** And fix.*d thy father's reigne. 

** Oh! I've not been where Derby's earl 

•* The rebel caufe upholdes; 
•' But I've o'ercome a braver man, 

*• *Mong forefts, bogs, and wolds. 

•^ Nor have I fcene proud Kenilworth, 

** With tow'rs all arowe ; 
•* But I've o'ercome a braver man 

*• Than Kenilworth ^ett d\^ VstfiNi^» 

15L ^ 
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CUMNOR HALL. 



THE dews of Tummer nightc did fallc, 
The moone (fweete regcnte of the fkyc) 
Klver'd the walles of Cumnor Halle, 
And manye an oake that grcwe therebye. 

Nowe noughte was hearde beneath the fkies,-- 
(The foundesof bufye lyfe were (lillcj 

Save an unhappie ladle's fighes, 
That iflued from that lonely e pilew 

** Lieccfter," fhee cried, . " is thys thy love 
** That thou fo oft has fworne to mee, 

* * To leave mee in thys lonelye grove, 

** Immurr*d in {hameful privitie ? 

* * No more thou com'ft with lover's fpeede^ . 

** Thy once-beloved bryde to fee; 
•• But bee fhee alive, or bee fhee deade, 
*• 1 Scare fflcrnc carle's) iYve^^iDfc\»^t*^ 



< I rofe up widi »l>e chf arf 
" NolarV morebUih.n 

" And, like ibe bitde that 
" Somen>Vierungthc 

» Itihattnybrautyciibi 
" AmonKCOUtlladiMi 

" Why dldQ thou icnd 1' 
" Where (rcorneful " 

■'•And when you firn to 
" How fayic 1 «"> y< 

•' AnJ, pioudeofconqi 
" Then lefte the Huf 

•' Yes. nowe negliratd 
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•* At court I'm tolde is beauty's throne, 
** Where cverye lady's pafling rare; 
** That eattern flow'rs, that fhame the fun. 
Are not fo glowing, not foe fay re. 
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^ Then, earle, why didftthou leave thebedds 

** Where rofes and were lillys vie, 
•* To feek a primrofe, whole pale fhades 

** Mull ficken— when thofe gaudes are bye? 

** 'Mong rural beauties I was onfr, 

** Among the fields wild flow'rs are faire; 

** Some coumrye fwayne might mee have won> 
** And thoughte my beautie pafling rare. 

** Bat, Lelcefter, (or I much am wronge) 
** Or tis not beautye lures thy vowcs ; 

** Rather ambition's gilded crowne 

** Makes thee forget thy humble fpoufe, 

** Then, Lcicefter, why, again I pleade, 
** (The injui'd furelye may repyne,) 

•* Why didft thou wed a country e mayde, 
* * When fome fay re princeffe might be thyne ? 

** Why didft thou praifemy humble charmes, 

** And, oh ! then leave them to decay e ? 
•* Why didft thou win me to thy armes, 
<* Then lejive me to mournc the live-long daye ? 




"KcacoumcfTecaii, 

«owe farre Ipffi. 1.1 « 
"la L ° Py"^ and Waft. . -r 

'««fcs the chilling 3j 

'''^°"r„,;i7;^^^7«offoji^j. 
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" My fpirits flag— my hopes dccaye— 

** Still that dreade deathe-bell fmites my earcj 
** And many a boding feemcs to faye, 

Countefs, prepare — thy end is neare." 
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Thus fore and fad that ladie griev'd, 
In Cumnor Halle fo lone and dreare ; 

And manye a heartefclte fighe fhee heav'd, 
And let falle manye a bitter teare. 

And ere the dawne of daye appeared, 
In Cumnor Hall fo lone and dreare, 

f uUe manye a piercing fcreame was hcarde, 
And manye a crye of mortal feare. 

The death-belle thrice was hearde to ring, 
An aerial voyce was hearde to call, 

And thrice the raven flapped it*s wyng 
Arounde the tow'rsof Cumnor Hall. 

The maftiffe howl'd at village doore, 
The oaks were fhatter'd on the greene ; 

Woe was the houre— for never more 
That haplefle countefle e'er was fecne* 

And in that manor now no more 

Is chearful feafte and fprightly ballej 

For ever Gncc that dreary c houre 
Have fpirits haunted Cumuo\ ll^VV. 



Among ibe grovet of Cu 



t ull manj-e a trarcllor oft h 
And pcnfive wepie the ci 



THE BITTER FRUn 

•* /^OE, (huitc.hcdoo. 

,, ^-J " Shulleclorcihe 
Leite nae keenc fcarchc n 
•' NeJiflenewhail&ie; 



SELECT ANCIENT POEMS. 191 

^Twcen borrid dreede, and confcious fhamey 

Fu* mighte was the ftrife, 
While from his now-enfeebled hands 

Downe dropp'd areekinge kmfe. 

What means that (leele ? What means that glow. 

Wherewith thy vifage bumes? 
Now ghaftlie pale, alack, fucceeds. 

And now the redde retumes* 

** Saye, will yee plighte your promife deere^ 

** And wille yee plighte your feye, 
■•* That what I now entrufte to yee 

** Your" tongue fliall ne'er betrayc?** 

"Yea, I wille plight ray promifc deere. 

And I will plight my faye. 
That what yee (hall entruft to mee 

My tongue ihall ne'er betraye» 

** Ah t was fhee not the faireft faire, 

" More deare than life to mee? 
•* Yet ne'er (hall I againe beholde 

•* My Lucie fweeic to fee." 

Yea, (hce was faired of the faire, 

Deere as thy life to thee— 
And haft thou fcath'd with deadlieftroke 

Thy Lucie fweete to fee? 

6 



" And i,kM b, »|]|, a,i„„ 

" A.J1,' J"' '"'■""*' ■ 
AndW,..fe„,j„ 

Ho«f.li.i,ll,i.'dfcg, 

" A,dh.dr„fc„|,„j^j^ 

A«ih,d,„r„.,j^, 

y™TOld,h.v,d,cdfo 

'■A,di*dk„j„^.,^ 

When as (hce t[,^„ j;j , 
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Jut who alonge yon cyprcffe-pathc 

Is ledde fae beavilie ? 
A.h ! mec ! my Alleyne deere, it is-— 

How fadde (hee eyeth thee I 

And, ah ! how fadde yon virgins looke, 

Who leade her to my boure ? 
Appear they not as drizlinge dewes, 

Freflminge fome faded floure ? 

With fuche a looke as mothers aft 

Rebuke a darlinge childe, 
Sae eyed (bee her Alleyne deere, 

Sae ruthe, fae fweete, fae milde ! 

** I marvelle not," (hee faintlie cried, 

•* Yee feeme a manne of ftone I— 
** The welle of life is nae yet dric, 

** My daies are nae yet done. 

** Sette, fette your troubled minde ateafe, 

** My hearte yee didde nae touche ; 
** Yee ftrooke too fhorte to reache my life. 
Whereat I gladdcnc muche. 



C( 



** Could yee, fuch vowcs as I have vow*d, 
** Deeme I could faithlefle bee? 

** The bloflbme to the breathe of fpringe 
*' Wat fcant fae true as mee* 

6 
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'"•■*«■'.■„, 

Was . "^"H 
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•* For I to Chrifte a vowe have made, 

•* And kepte that vowe ftialle bee, 
** That manne nae mair (halle vexc my hearte, 

** Nae mair flialle trouble mee. 

** That ftraite I wille myfel betake 

** Unto a nunnerie, 
** In fafte and pray re to cnde my dayes 

•* And kepte that vowe fliallc bee, 

•* Go yee, and feeke a fairer bride, 

** And live in pleafaunce gaye, 
•* While to the houfe of godlinefle 

** I take myfel awaye." 

Naye, doe nae wende yee quite awaye, 

Liile, lifte, my piercinge ca' 1 
Retume ! and for youre broken vowe. 

On mee the paine be a ! 

** She's gane.*'— He heav'd a deepc-drawnc figk, 

As braft his hearte in twaine, 
Sine to the ground faft-falled he, 

And never rofe againe. 

S 2 



AN old fong made by an aged old pate, 
Ofan old worftiipf'ul gentleman, who '. 
cPatc, 
That. kept a brave old hoiife at a bountiful ; 
And an old porii-rto relieve the poor at hi! 
Like an old courtier of the queen' 
And the queen's old courtier. 

With an old lady, whofc anger one word 2 
lire every quarter p?.id his old fcrvants the; 
And nevei kncv/ what bclon^*d tocoachmci 

nor pRges, 
But kept t\\ cnty old fellows v/ith blue coats: 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

With ?.n oM ftudy fili'd full of learned old 

With an old reverend chaplain, you migh 

by his looks, 

With an old buttery hatch worn quite off 1 
And an old kitchen, that maintain'd half s 



V . '. , 



A 



.1 oiu Long made by an 
OfanoldworDiipfulgci 
e[!ate, 

Thai, kept a brave old houfeai 

And an old poilcr lo relieve tl 

Like an old courtier ■ 

And the queen's old < 

With an old lady, whore angci 
H(i^ every quarler p?.i(l his old ^ 
And nevei kncvj what belong'd 

norpRRes, 
But kep[ t« cnly old fellows wiff 
Like an old courtier, S 

WiihsnoMfludyfiU'dfjllofl. 
With a:i old reverend chaplain, 

by hi« looks. 
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And an old frize coat, to cover his wor{hip's trunk hofc. 
And a cup of old flierry, to comfort his copper nofe; 
Like an old courtier, &c. 

f 

"With a good old fafhion, when Chriftmaffe was come, 
Tocall in all hisold neighbours with bagpipe, and drum, 
With good cheer enough to furnifh every old room. 
And old liquor able to make a cat fpeak, and man 
dumb. 
Like an old courtier, &c» 

With an old Falconer, huntfman, and a kennel of hounds, 
That never hawked, nor hunted, but in his own 

grounds, 
Who, like a wife man, kept himfelf within his own 

bounds, 
Ajid when he dyed gave every child a thoufand good 

pounds ; 

Like an old courtier, &c. 

But to his eldeft fon his houfe and land he affign'd, 
Charging him in his will to keep the old bountiful! mind. 
To be good to his old tenants, and to his neighbours be 

kind : 
, But in the enfuing ditty you fhall hear how he was in- 

clin'd; 

Like a young courtier of the king's, 
And the king's young courtier* 

S4 
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II.IJU laKcs up 3 thoufand poun 
And gMt doiak in a uvem, (> 

Like a young counie 

Wlihanew.rangledlady.lhati; 
Who ri'vcr knew what belong' 

Who liuycs pauily-coloi'd fans 
And feven o( eight different drt 
hairi 

Like a young courtier, 

Wiih»new.ri(liion'dhalI,builtv 
Hung round with new piOarcs, 

With a fine matble chimney, ■ 
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With a knew buttery hatch, that opens once in four or 

five days, 
And a new French cook, to devife fine kick [haws, and 

toys; 

Like a young courtier, &c« 

With a new fafhion, when Chriflmas is drawing on, 
On a new journey to London ftraight we all mull 
be gone, 

And leave none to keep houfe, but our new porter 

John, 
Who relieves the poor with a thump on the back with 

a ftone ; 

Like a young courtier. Sec, 

With a new gentleman-ufher, whofe carriage is com* 

pleat, 
With a new coachman, footmen, and pages to carry 

up the meat. 
With a waiting-gentlewoman, whofe drefling is very 

neat, 
Who when her lady has din'd, lets the Cervants not eat ; 

Like a young courtier, &c. 

With new titles of honour bought with his father's old 

gold, 
For which fundry ofhisanceftors old manors are fold; 



^J 



Among the young ( 
Or tbc king's young 



TIME'S ALTE 

WHEN ihiioM cap was 
'TisGncetwohucdrt 

No malice then wc knew, 

But all things plenty were ; 
All friEijdfhip now decays, 
(Believe me, (his is irucj 
Which was not in thofe days, 
When this old cap was knew 
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Now pride hath banifli'd all, 

Unto our land's reproach, 
When he whofe means is fmall, 

Maintains both horfe and coach : 
Inllead of an hundred men, 

The coach allows but two ;. 
This was not thought on then, 

"When this old cap was new. 

Good Hofpitality 

Was cherifli'd then of many : 
Now poor men ftarve and die. 

And are not help*d by any; 
For charity waxeth cold. 

And love is found in few : 
This was not in time of old. 

When this old cap was new. 

Where ever you travelPd then, 

You might meet on the way 
Brave knights and gentlemen. 

Clad in their country gray, 
That courteous would appear. 

And kindly welcome you : 
No puritans then were, 

When this old cap was new. 



Fondf.„Bl„,fc„„,j 

"•° """»«>• -«..do„., 

V^Tienlhisoldcapwainew. 

And.Uh.d„le™„ ' 
Wbcnihitoldcap wjjDew. 
^lacft Jack) to every d»» 
w . '*"n wide and bee 
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We took not fuch delight 

Incupsoffilver fine; 
None under the degree of a knight 

In plate drunk beer or wine : 
Now each mechanical man 

Hath a cupboard of plate for a flicw | 
Which was a rare thing then, 

When this old cap was new. 

Then bribery was unborn, 

No fimony men did ufe j 
Chriftians did ufury fcorn, 

Devis'd among the Jews. 
The lawyers to be fee'd 

At that time hardly knew ; • 
For man with man agreed, 

When this old cap was new. 

No captain then carous'd, 

Nor fpent poor foldier's pay ; 
They were not fo abus'd. 

As they are at this day : 
Of feven days they make eight. 

To keep from them their due ; 
Poor foldiers had their right, 

When this old cap was new* 



Their fortunes were the beft. 
Our Englifh then in fight 

Did foreign foes fubdue, 
And forced them all to flight, 

When this old cap w^ new. 

God fave our gracious king. 

And fend him long to live; 
Lord, mifchief on them bring. 

That will not their alms give. 
But feek to rob the poor 

Of tJiat which is their due : 
This vrasnotin time of yore. 

When this old cap was ncw» 



